a uh TANS [ 
am ~century x ‘ 
ax | 2SE- y _ “yl 


“Everything we have comes from 
Pushkin. His turning to the people so 
early in his career was so unheard-of, so 
astonishing, such a new and so unex- 
pected a departure it can only have been 
a miracle or, failing that, the fruit of the 
singular grandeur of genius—one, I 
might add, we cannot fully appreciate 
even today.” 


— Fyodor Dostoyevsky, 
A Writer’s Journal, 
February 1876. 


‘“Baratynsky ranks with the very best of 
our poets. Here in Russia he 1s original in 
that he thinks. He would be original 
anywhere for that matter, for his think- 
ing is, according to his own lights, correct 
and independent, while his emotions run 
strong and deep. The harmony of his 
verse, his fresh sense of the language, 
his lively and unerring way with words 
ought to impress any reader endowed 
with the minimum of taste and feeling...” 


— Alexander Pushkin, 1830. 


“I know of no better language than 
that to be found in Lermontov.” 


— Anton Chekhov 


“..Can anyone doubt the existence of 
latent powers when from out of the very 
bowels of the nation sounds the voice of a 
Koltsov?” 


— Alexander Herzen, 1850. 
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Silennum! 

* As smokes and burns away a scroll...” 

Probléme 

“Why moan, why wail you, wind of night...” 
“The stream turns sluggish, thick and glum...” 
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“We still believe 1n miracles, for all...” 

“Of that tempestuous life that once was 
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“With one firm thrust to force the boat of 
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INTRODUCTION 


This book contains selections from eight 
Russian nineteenth-century poets each of 
whom has left an indelible imprint on the 
history of his national poetry. In selecting the 
poets and poems for this volume the compiler 
was guided not just by his natural desire to 
disclose the wealth of Russian poetry but also 
by the urge to show the content of Russian life 
in its various aspects as seen through the 
prism of the different poetic individualities. 

The book opens with the poems of 
Alexander Pushkin who may well be called 
the fountainhead of modern Russian litera- 
ture, its revelation and its glory. There is'no 
major Russian classical or Soviet poet who has 
not benefited from the influence of Pushkin’s 
genius. The poems of Yevgeni Baratynsky, 
Pushkin’s friend, and of Fyodor Tyutchev, 
also belong to the Pushkin era in Russian 
poetry. The immediate post-Pushkin era is 
represented by the poems of Mikhail Ler- 


* Translated by Olga Shartse. 
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montov and of Alexei Koltsov, the grassroots 
poet from Voronezh. The 1840s-1870s are 
notable for the work of four outstanding 
poets— Fyodor Tyutchev, already mentioned 
above, Nikolai Nekrasov, Alexei Tolstoy, and 
Afanasi Fet who handed down the traditions 
of the epoch to the generation of poets who, 
like the great Alexander Blok, emerged at the 
turn of the century. | 

Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837), freedom- 
loving and humanitarian, took a sober view of 
life. One of his contemporaries called him a 
“poet of reality’, and Pushkin himself 
confirmed this description of him. His poetry 
and his life were a part of Russian and world 
history. In his poetry humaneness goes hand 
in hand with an inimitable gracefulness of 
form. He was a perfectionist in the use of 
words and achieved a noble simplicity of 
ex pression. 

Next to Pushkin stands his contemporary 
Yevgeni Baratynsky (1800-1844). In his sad 
reflections on life, in which he rises to the 
heights of genuine tragedy, the predominant 
feeling is doubt in history’s progress. He 
regards the duality of human nature—the 
conflict between the spirit and the flesh—as a 
metaphysically eternal and therefore insur- 
mountable and basically tragic law of exis- 
tence. Baratynsky’s frightening Universe, 
irom which humaneness and beauty have 
gone, stares at us with its soulless eyes. The 
real reason for his ruthlessly sober insight lay, 
of coruse, in the grimness of the political 
reaction which reigned in Russia and culmi- 
nated in the execution of the Decembrists, 
many of whom were Baratynsky’s personal 
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friends. Yet in Baratynsky’s very pessimism a 
lofty humaneness is discernible: he declines to 
accept a senseless Universe, without beauty 
and harmony. 

Pushkin was dead, and now a new, brilliant 
star rose in the sky of Russian poetry— 
Mikhail Lermontov (1814-1841). He earned 
immediate fame for his wrathful poem “On 
the Death of the Poet” which, though not 
published, travelled all over Russia in hand- 
written copies, evoking a response in the 
heart of every Russian. Lermontov came to 
rule over the minds of the young generation. 
He stood for the rights and freedom of the 
human personality, shackled by the tsarist 
regime but unbroken in spirit and valiantly 
rising in protest against every form of 
oppression and_ coercion. Lermontov 
glorified revolt, staunch recalcitrance, and 
unyielding courage in the face of autocracy. 
Like Byron he boldly challenged injustice and 
evil. He was obsessed by titanic passions, he 
wanted to act and to sacrifice himself for 
people’s happiness, but was doomed instead 
to sombre reflectiveness. We hear sad notes in 
his poetry, but they are uttered by a man with 
a tender, delicate and musical soul, a soul 
deeply wounded by human sufferings. Ler- 
montov’s extraordinarily wide range of emo- 
tions and his sense of civic responsibility gave 
his poetry its heroic scale, enabled him to 
penetrate into his contemporary’s soul, and to 
philosophise— often with irony and sarcasm. 

A contemporary of Pushkin, Baratynsky 
and Lermontov was Alexei Koltsov (1809- 
1842), a poet with an entirely different 
background who brought into Russian poetry 
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the rhythms and speech of the common 
people. The hero of his poems is a poor 
ploughman who, for all the wretchedness of 
his existence, sceks an outlet in toil, abandon- 
ing himself to it with the whole of his 
generous nature. And although happiness 
does not often come his way, he does not lose 
hope. He does grieve at moments, of course, 
but he never gives up his dream of a jovful, 
beautiful life of which he feels himself 
worthy. [tis in this that the hero of Koltsov's 
poetry stood out so sharply against the 
Surgyuistiness and omertness prevailing om 
Russia. 

How different these four poets are in thew 
perception of the world, in their stvle and 
poetic speech! 

Pushkin is the life- “giving source: eventual- 
Iv. Tvutchev, Alexet Tolstoy, Nekrasov, and 
Fet will all be indebted to him. Nor will 
Lermontov be ignored: his philosophical 
motifs will be developed by Tyutchev, later 
Fer will touch upon them, and they will evoke 
am echo im Alexer Folstoy. These three will 
also recall the poetic lessons of Yevgeni 
Baratvnsky. Phe civic motifs of Pushkin and 
Lermontov will be continued and intensified 
by Nekrasov and taken up by Alexer Tolstoy. 
Koutsov’s songfulness will come natural to 
Tolstoy, Fet and also to Nekrasov who will 
lend Koltsov’s sentiments a more generalised 
social meaning. Thus, the roots of Pushkin’s 
mighty poctic tree will nourish the msepara- 
ble but different branches of Russian poetry. 


In the work of Fyodor Tyutchev (1803- 


1873) one is amazed by such seemingly 
Incompatible traits as power and subtlety. Phe 
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worid appeared to him as on the first day of 
creation and, like the first man on earth, he 
suddenly became aware of Mother Nature’s 
grandeur, her wrathful and as yet untried 
strength, the might of human thought, and 
man’s dependence on elements beyond his 
control. Tyutchev’s poetry embraces the 
world as a whole. In his philosophical poems 
he shows man in the “fateful moments” of 
history. The poet is keenly aware of the 
eruptive state of the world: peacefulness and 
calm harbour storms, harmony and order 
secrete chaos, waiting to destroy the imperish- 
able treasures of culture. He senses the 
coming of social catastrophes and the ultimate 
collapse of the old world order. 

While in Tyutchev’s poetry the social 
message was abstract, in the work of Nikoiai 
Nekrasov (1821-1878) it was historically 
concrete. He did not rest content, like 
Kolisov, with merely relating the sufferings of 
his heroes. Rather like Lermontov he pro- 
tested against the established course of 
Russian tife, his heart bled for the people who 
were denied the weal they had created with 
their own hands. Nekrasov’s poetry 1s a poetry 
of profound social analysis. Its drama and 
pathos are engendered by the social condi- 
tions and events in Russia before and after the 
abolition of serfdom in 1861, when capitalism 
took over. 

Nekrasov grieves over the suffering, op- 
pressed people. who are cheated, robbed, and 
clespairing of keeping body and soul together. 
And, what grieves him even imore, is that they 
are denied enlightenment. In his poemis, 
therefore, a part of signal importance is 
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played by the image of a “people’s defender”, 
one who enlightens the people and preaches 
revolutionary ideas. At a new stage in the 
development of Russian verse Nekrasov 
created the inspired image of a poet who 
stood for the vital interests of the people. He 
skilfully blends common speech, songs, say- 
ings and proverbs with the sophisticated 
language of a man who has been educated in 
Europe and thinks in broad categories. The 
poet is a passionate spokesman for the people. 

While Nekrasov openly took up the cause 
of the downtrodden peasantry, Alexei Tol- 
stoy (1817-1875) assumed a social stand that 
was, as he himself admitted, contradictory. 
He idealised ancient Russ, and in his ballads 
and legends showed up the shoddiness of the 
present, with its bureaucratic regime, against 
the gloriously romantic and heroic past when 
passions ran high and men were strong. His 
hero is a resolute man, prepared to sacrifice 
his own life if he must. Tolstoy delights in life 
in all its manifestations, however ordinary. He 
revels in living. In his love poems he poeticises 
naturalness, nobleness and delicacy in a man’s 
love for a woman, and yet at times there is in 
that love, as he depicts it, a lurking anxiety 
and sadness. His poems are flawless in their 
psychological design, they are bewitchingly 
musical and written mostly in a radiantly 
hopeful key. 

Of the eight poets included in this collec- 
tion only Afanasi Fet (1820-1892) shut 
himself into the narrow circle of such eternal 
themes as love and Nature and devoted his 
talent to the quest for pure beauty. But even 
in this limited sphere he achieved a great deal. 
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He saw beauty in vague and elusive things 
which before him had defied description in 
words. In Fet’s poems our sensations and 
feelings acquire tangible form, picturesque 
and musical. Every flower, every blade of 
grass is dear to him; he responds to smells, to 
silence, and finds beauty where it has escaped 
others—in a modest landscape. The secret of 
his magic lies perhaps in this fusion of fleeting 
impressions with the eternity of Nature. The 
source of his poetry’s freshness, purity and 
youthfulness was the unquenchable “creative 
fire” which he worshipped and glorified. 
Thus, the seekings of these eight entirely 
original poets, reflecting as they do the fates 
of the nineteenth-century Russia and her 
people, united them with a strong inner link. 
We sincerely hope that readers will enjoy 
these selections from Pushkin, Baratynsky, 
Lermontov, Koltsov, Tyutchev, Nekrasov, 
Tolstoy and Fet, and from them will learn 
more about Russia and the Russian people. 
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ALEXANDER PUSHKIN 
(1799-1837) 


“The name of Pushkin brings instantly to mind the 
concept of a Russian national poet. Indeed, none of our 
poets stands higher than he; none has a greater claim to 
the title ‘national’—it is rightfully and wholly his. Like a 
lexicon he encompasses all the wealth, all the power and 
the grace of the Russian idiom. He has done more than 
any other to broaden its horizons, to reveal its full and 
vast expanses. Pushkin is an extraordinary occurrence, 
perhaps the sole manifestation of the Russian spirit; a 
Russian in full flower, a Russian such as might appear two 
hundred years hence. In him the Russian character, the 
Russian soul, the Russian language and temperament are 
seen in all the immaculate beauty of a landscape reflected 
on the convex surface of an optic lens.” 


—NIKOLAI GOGOL, A Few Words 
about Pushkin. 


“Everything we have comes from Pushkin. His turning 
to the people so early in his career was so unheard-of, so 
astonishing, such a new and so unexpected a departure it 
can only have been a miracle or, failing that, the fruit of 
the singular grandeur of genius—one, I might add, we 
cannot fully appreciate even today.” 


— FYODOR DOSTOYEVSKY, 
A Writer’s Journal, 
February 1876. 


“The realm of poetry is as boundless as life itself; yet 
every object of poetry has been set, from time out of 
mind, into a specific hierarchy, and to confuse the high 
with the low or take the one for the other is a major 
stumbling block. In the: great poets, in Pushkin, this 
harmonious precision in the ranking of objects has been 
brought to perfection.” 


—LEV TOLSTOY, Letter to 
Golokhvostov, March 1874. 


TO CHAADAYEV 


Not long did youth’s vain hopes delude us, 
Its dreams of love and prideful fame. 
They briefly, fleetingly pursued us, 
Then passed like mist and no more came. 
But still we chafe, our hearts afire, 
Under the yoke of tyranny, 

And, heedful of our country’s plea, 

Her true deliverance desire. 

We freedom wait with all the fever, 

The hidden ache and eagerness 

That ‘fore the hour of promised bliss 
Consume the young and ardent lover. 
While freedom’s flame within us lives, 
While we by honour’s voice are guided, 
To Russia, comrade, let us give 

Our spirits whole and undivided. 

Dear friend, have faith: the wakeful skies 
Presage a dawn of wonder— Russia 

Shall from her age-old sleep arise, 

And despotism impatient crushing, 
Upon its ruins our names incise! 


1818 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Light wanes, in sudden haste retreating, 

And darkness clothes in haze the blue of sky and sea. 
Blow, winds! Fill, sails, their charge obedient meeting, 
Roll, gloomy waves, and play in furtive, fitful glee! 

A southern land, a land enchanted, 

My heart with longing filled, I see before me lie; 

I gaze on it enthralled, by wayward memory 

To shores left far behind transplanted... 

Anew ain I aflame; from out my eyes well tears; 

My heart now sinks, now soars in rapture; 

Past dreams and fancies hover round me; I recapture 
The mad, tempestuous love of half-forgotten years 
With all its sufferings, its joys, however fleeting, 

Its forfeited desires and hopes illusory... 

Blow, winds! Fill, sails, their charge obedient mceting, 
Roll, gloomy waves, and play in furtive, fitful glee! 
Fly, ship, and carry me to shores in distance shrouded 
Wherever frowning seas capriciously command, 


But shun, I beg, the sorrow-clouded, 

Dim reaches of my native land, 

Where my heart’s smouldering flames were fanned 
To passion, where the muses tender 


Upon me smiled, where early did its bloom surrender, 


By storms incessant buffeted, 

My wasted youth, where joy light-winged 
Betrayed my eager heart and brought distress that lingered 
And, cruel, would not pass...’ Twas then from you I fled, 


O homeland mine, in desperation; 
And you, of transient youth the transient friends, 
Woocers of delight, in quest of new sensation 


Far from your side I went... Wherever fortune sends, 
There willing now I fly, rejecting the temptation 

Held lightly out by those with whom J shared ’thout love 
Sin’s most delicious pleasures and who robbed me of 
Fame, freedom, calin and peace; my bonds to-day I sever, 
O faithless playmates mine, and leave behind for ever 
Our frolics... But of pain my heart is still not free; 

Its wounds remain unhealed, my fondest hopes defeating... 
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Blow, winds! Fill, sails, their charge obedient meeting, 
Roll, gloomy waves, and play in furtive, fitful glee!.. 


1820 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


A NEREID 


At dawn, mid billows green, Taurida’s shores caressing, 

I glimpsed a Nereid... A sudden sigh suppressing, 

Sehind a tree I hid and held my breath as she, 

talf-goddess and half-maid, emerging from the sea, 

A swan-like bosom showed, and arms, and, my sight pleasing, 
Stood calm there, from her hair the sparkling water squeezing. 


1820 Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


The flying wrack of clouds grows flimsier far. 

O limpid star of sorrows, evening star! 

Your rays have touched the autumn plains to silver, 
The black heights of the rocks, the dreaming river. 
Your feeble gleam in the night sky I love. 

It prompts long-sleeping thoughts to stir and move, 
As I recall, familiar Orb, your rising 

Above that peaceful land, all joys comprising, 
Where slender poplar in the valley grows, 

Where tender myrtle and dark cypress doze, 

And languorously the Southern seas are breaking. 
There once strolled I, languidly cogitating, 

High in the mountains, far above the sea. 

Till, as the dusk flowed over vale and lea, 
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A maiden through the murk to seek you came 
And told her fair friends how you bear her name. 


1820 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


THE MUSE 


In my young years she loved me, and a seven-fluted, 

A fine-toned panpipe gave me, and as I soft, muted 

Sounds wrung from out its depths, as my limp fingers touched 
The hollow, tuneful reed, she by me sat and watched 

And smiled to hear me play with skill that slow was growing 
Hymns by the gods inspired and too the songs sweet-flowing 
That in a bygone age the Phrygian shepherds sang. 

With music all day long the silent oak grove rang 

As taught I was by her, a privilege accorded 

In secret to a few; at times the Maid rewarded 

My diligence: her curls she’d fling back from her face 

And from me take the pipe and play with such sweet grace 
That by her breath revived and powers celestial granted 
The reed was, and the heart with sacred song enchanted. 


182] Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Soon will my lyre be stilled!.. But if, when lone I sorrowed, 
Its strings replied to me in tones from my heart borrowed; 
If my friends lent me ear and wondered that my love 
Should have so long survived such agony and torment; 

If you yourself were moved; if in a quiet moment 
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You spoke my mournful verse, thrilled by the fervour of 
My love’s voice; if, my sweet, you love me—then, I pray you, 
Let your name, by me blest, the farewell sound inspire 
Of these sad, muted strings, let this my faithful lyre 
Your loveliness proclaim!.. 
And when I perish, may you 
Stand quiet by my urn, and, o’er it bending low, 
Utter with tenderness, a tender resignation: 
I loved him, loved him well; he owed to me, I know, 
Of his last songs and love the fire and inspiration. 


1821 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


My former dreams have long since vanished, 
My past desires have from me fled. 

All that is left is pain and anguish, 

Fruit of an empty heart and dead. 


My crown of leaves has shrunk and faded... 
Cruel the blows of merciless fate. 

By sorrow is my soul invaded; 

Sadly do I my end await. 


So does a leaf, when harsh winds waken 
And sombre skies a late frost bring, 
Hang on a branch, by cold blasts shaken, 
And to it, chilled and trembling, cling. 


1821 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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THE CAPTIVE 


A captive, alone in a dungeon I dwell, : 
Entombed in the stillness and murk of a cell. 

Outside, in the courtyard, in wild, frenzied play, 

My comrade, an eagle, has pounced on his prey. 


‘hen, leaving the blood-spattered morsel, his eye 
He fixes on me with a dolorous cry, 
A cry that is more like a call or a plea— 
“Tis time,” he is saying, “tis time, let us flee! 


“We're both wed to freedom, so let us away 

To where lonely storm-clouds courageously stray, 
Where turbulent seas rush to merge with the sky, 
Where only the winds dare to venture and I!...” 


1822 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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THE BIRD 


Though from my homeland I am parted, 
Its rite observe I faithfully, 

And on spring’s festive day, gay-hearted, 
Prepare to set a caged bird free. 


My heart with warmth fills and elation, 
J rail no more at destiny, 

For to a thing of God’s creation — 

O joy!—I’m granting liberty. 


1823 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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NIGHT 


My voice, to which love lends a languor and a yearning, 

Rends_ night’s dark, dreamy calm.... Pale at my bedside 
burning, 

A taper wastes away... From out my heart there surge 

Swift verses, streams of love, that hum and sing and inerge 

And, full of you, rush on, with passion overflowing. 

I seem to see your eyes that, luminous and glowing, 

Meet mine... I see your smile... You speak to me alone: 

My friend, my dearest friend... love... I'm yours... your own. 


1823 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


I envy you, my friend, brave son of sea and daring, 
You who ’neath mast turned grey, you who faced 

tempests wearing! 
But newly harbour reached you, know I, and the balm 
Savoured of sweet repose and of delicious calm, 
And lo! —again the deep takes of your soul possession.. 
Your hand! — our hearts are moved, friend, by a single passion. 
Let us to distant lands fly boldly, let us flee 
Old, time-scarred Europe’s worn and crumbling shores 

for ever; 

New elements do I, earth’s bored and weary dweller, 
Seek hopefully... Hail, seas!... Hail, ocean vast and free! 


1823 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Filled child-like with sweet hope, if but I could believe 

That, fleeing dark decay, my soul might one day leave 
Earth’s bounds and to a void, unplumbed and termless, carry 
Thought, memory and love—I vow that I would tarry 

Not long in this our world: that ugly idol, life, 

I would destroy and fly to parts where freedom’s rife 

And bliss; where death is not, nor prejudice; where lifting, 
Celestial thought alone exists, eternal drifting 

On, on, through time and space in perfect purity... 


Alas! Vain are these dreams; they tease and baffle me; 

My stubborn brain revolts and dulcet hope despises; 
Beyond the grave, it says, waits nothingness... There rises 
At once in my mind’s eye a fearful vision of 

Nonbeing... What—no thought, no feeling, no first love?.. 
Nay, live I must—live long—that, deep within me flaming, 
Love’s image might endure, my joyless spirit claiming. 


1823 Translated by 
‘Irina Zheleznova 


Why be of love’s wild fears and fantasies, 

Of jealousy’s unease so unforgiving? 

You’re true to me: why love you so to tease, 

To fill my heart with dread and with misgiving? 
Why wish you to seem sweet to all alike 

When by a crowd of eager swains surrounded 
And with a gaze now sad, now tender, like 

To sow vain dreams and waken hopes unfounded: 
Of my love, heartless one, you’re sure, now I 
Am yours and driven nigh insane by passion, 
And do not see my gloom, the dark depression 
That seizes me as stand I silent by 

Your side, lone in that crowd of gallants: for me 
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You’ve not a glance, you laugh at and ignore me’.. 
If, vexed, I turn to go, you watch my flight 

With no plea in your gaze, no sudden fright; 

If I in talk flirtatious with another, 

A charmer like yourself, engage, your eye 

Is free of love’s reproach, and, don’t deny, 

This to conceal you do not even bother. 

Now, say — When by my rival you and I 

Chance to be caught alone together, why 

Is his look full of meaning as he greets you? 
What’s he to your By what right when he meets you 
Turns he so pale with jealousy? In those 
Immodest hours the early dawn preceding, 
Unchaperoned, half-clothed and all unheeding 
Of caution’s prudent voice, why do you choose 
To see the man?... You love me.... Your caresses 
Are full of fire! When we’re alone, you're so 
Sincere, so tender, your love’s warmth, its glow 
Are in each word you utter!... My distress is 

As foolish as my doubts... You love me... No, 
Allow me to insist... Pray have compassion, 
Torment me not; spare me, O spare me, please! 
You do not know how great my anguish 1s, 

You do not know how boundless is my passion. 


1823 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE COACH OF LIFE 


The coach, though loaded, rarely lurches 
Or jolts and is both light and fleet. 

OJd Time, our dashing coachman, perches 
Untiring, sleepless on his seat. 


We climb behind him in the morning, — 
Who cares if danger lurks ahead!— 
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And listlessness and torpor scorning, 
Shout loudly: “Gol” ooo... eee eens 


But with noon’s coming we awaken 

To the way’s perils: every hill, 

Each groove and gully leaves us shaken; 
“Wait, fool, go easy there!” we yell. 


Along the road the coach keeps going; 
By evening our old fears are gone. 
Toward our last lodging, never slowing, 
We roll— Time goads the horses on. 


1823 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


FAREWELL TO THE SEA 


Farewell, ye proudly rolling waters, 
Farewell, thou glittering, charging sea, 
The blue expanse that knows no fetters, 
The beauty full of majesty. 


No more will I thy friendly murmur, 
Thy loud yet wistful summons hear, 
Thy voice’s lilt, its mournful tremor 
That now, in parting, haunt my ear. 


O realm that held my heart contented! 
How oft, by secret dreams enthralled 

And vague and misty thoughts tormented, 
Thy shores I walked for hours untold. 


I loved thy raucous voice, the mellow 
Play of thy waves, their darts and leaps, 
Thy evening calm, thy fitful sleep, 

Thy passionate and wrathful bellow! 
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A humble fishing boat doth glide 
O’er thy waves easily, obeying 

Their whim, but, with the wind allied, 
Great ships engulfest thou, displaying 
Ungoverned rage and savage pride! 


How futile proved my hope this languid 
And torpid shore to leave fore’er, 

To drink thy beauty in and sing it 

And fly away over thy winged, 

Thy soaring peaks and reaches bare! 


I strove, thy eager summons hearing, 
To burst my chains; but strove in vain. 
By passion held, my heart ensnaring, 
Here on these shores did I remain. 


Ah, well, what use regret and whither 
Shall I pursue my carefree way?... 

One speck upon these wastes of water 
Sull holds my anxious heart in sway — 


One cliff, one isle, a tomb of glory, 
Where ebbed of lofty memories 

The tide, and where Napoleon’s weary 
And tortured heart at last found peace. 


He died, and like a tempest sweeping 
From sight, so did another bold 

And mighty genius leave us, keeping 
On our hearts an eternal hold. 


His laurel crown behind him leaving, 

He vanished, mourned by freedom... Weep 
For him who was thy bard, relieving 

Thy pain in storm, O mighty deep! 


By thee his spirit was enchanted, 

By thee ’twas sought, by thee ‘twas claimed. 
Like thine, ’twas fierce, like thine, undaunted, 
Like thine, rebellious and untamed. 
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The world’s a void... Where wouldst thou labour 
O sea, to carry me?.. Behold! 

Man’s fate is uniform all over: 

Where good sprouts forth, child of endeavour, 
There either despots rule or gold. 


Farewell, farewell! Forget I’ll never 
Thy solemn beauty, prideful sea! 
Where’er I go, my heart aquiver, 
I'll hear thee softly speak to me. 


Away with me into the silence 

Of flowering fields and shady groves 

I'll take thy voice’s magic cadence, 

Thy shimmering waves and rocky coves. 


1824 
Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


TO THE FOUNTAIN OF BAKHCHISARAI 


Two roses do I bring to thee, 
O fount of love that ’fore me dances. 
Thy tears poetic comfort me, 
Thy tender voice my soul entrances. 


Thou greetest me as I draw near, 

My face with silvered dew-drops spraying. 
Pour, pour, O fount, and, ceaseless playing, 
Speak, speak thy story in my ear. 


O fount of love, O fount of sadness, 
From thy stone lips long tales I heard 
Of far-off parts, of woe and gladness, 
But of Maria, ne’er a word... 
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Like poor and long forgot Zarema, 

Is she, the harem’s pallid sun, 
Formed of the mists of idle dreaming 
And of the stuff of visions spun? 


The spirit’s dim and vague ideal 
Drawn by the hand of phantasy, 

Is she a thing remote, unreal, 

A phantom that must cease to be?.. 


1824 
Translated by 
- Irina Zheleznova 


A BURNT LETTER 


Adieu, O lines of love, this letter that I cherish! 

I do as she has bade, in flame to-day you perish 

And with you hope and joy... Long did I this defer, 

Long did I hesitate, my very fingers were 

Reluctant to obey... But now, but now... “Tis better 

To wait no more, methinks... My soul is numb... Burn, letter! 
Your sheets are licked by flame, you are ablaze, and there — 
Thin coils of smoke drift up, they vanish, and my prayer 
Dies with them... Melted wax seethes, and the clear impression 
Left by my faithful signet ring, a prized possession, 

Is gone... The blackened sheets curl up... O providence! 
Upon that heap of ash she whom I reverence 

Shows pale... My chest feels tight... Dear, precious ash, 


the only 
Poor comfort ol my life, a cheerless life and lonely, 
You now remain... So stay, stay always near my heart! 
1825 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 
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Pray keep me safe, my amulet, 

Of asad hour the lone memento— 

Safe when I’m hounded and tormented, 
Safe when I’m filled with cold regret. 


When of a pending storm the threat 

The skies contain, when roar and thunder 
The seas and seek to draw me under, 
Pray keep me safe, my amulet. 


When far from home I chafe and fret, 
When wearing calm my spirit cages, 
When round me flaming battle rages, 
Pray keep me safe, my amulet. 


The sun that lit my heart has set, 

Gone is that vision so long cherished, 

That sacred dream... All, all has perished... 
Pray keep me safe, my amulet. 


Begone, remembrance! Do not let 

My wounds reopen... Sweet hope, take not 
Root in my soul! Sleep, love, and wake not! 
Pray keep me safe, my amulet. 


1825 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


O wondrous moment! There before me, 
A radiant, fleeting dream, you stood, 

A vision fancy fashioned for me, 

A ghmpse of perfect womanhood. 


Through all life’s sadness, all its flaunted 
But hopeless flurry and unrest 
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Your lovely face my spirit haunted, 
Your tender voice my ear caressed. 


Swift storms struck; o’er me wrathful breaking, 
They fast dispelled the dreams of yore. 

Your image blurred, my heart forsaking, 

Your voice caressed my ear no more. 


In cold and gloomy isolation 

The years sped by, the lonely years, 
’Thout deity, ’thout inspiration, 
’*Thout life itself, ’thout love or tears. 


And then—O bliss! —time’s flight defeating, 
You came again and ’fore me stood, 

A vision radiant and fleeting, 

A glimpse of perfect womanhood. 


My heart is filled with sweet elation, 
Anew it craves, anew reveres, 

And is awake to inspiration, 

Awake to life and love and tears. 


1825 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


BACCHANAL SONG 


Why, revelry’s voice, are you still? 

Ring out, songs of Bacchus, our patron! 

Long life to you, maiden and matron, 

Ye fair ones who gave of your love with a will! 
Drink, friend, drink with gusto and relish! 


As I do in mine, 
In your glass of wine 


Fling lightly the ring that you cherish! 
Come, let’s clink our glasses and high let us raise them! 
Hail, muses! Hail, reason! In song let us praise them! 
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Thou, bright sun of genius, shine on! 
Like this ancient lamp that grows dimmer 
And fades with the coming of dawn, 
So false wisdom pales at the first flash and glimmer 
Of true wisdom’s ne’er-fading light... 
Live, radiant day! Perish, darkness and night! 


1825 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


To thought of you I sacrifice 

All, all: the lyre’s unbridled passion, 

A young maid’s tears, love’s meek confession, 
The heart’s most dulcet dreams, the vise 

Of jealousy, fame’s flash and glitter, 

The murk of exile, and a fierce 

Yearning for vengeance, fed by tears, 

A suffering prolonged and bitter. 


1825 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


WINTER EVENING 


O’er the earth a storm is prowling, 
Bringing haze and driving snow. 

Like a beast I hear it howling, 

Like an infant wailing low. 

Now the thatch it rustles, playing 

On our roof; now at our pane 

Raps like someone homeward straying 
And benighted in the plain. 
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Old our hut is, dark and dreary, 

By acandle dimly lit... 

Why so sad, my dear, and weary 

At the window do you sit? 

Is’t because the storm is moaning 
That bemused and still you keep? 
Does your spindle’s mournful droning 
Put you quietly to sleep? 


Come, O comrade solitary 

Of this cheerless youth of mine, 
Let us fill our cups and bury 
All our woes in frothing wine! 
Of a maid out by a river 

Sing a little song to me 

Or a busy bird that never 
Leaves its home beyond the sea. 


O’er the earth a storm is prowling, 
Bringing haze and driving snow. 
Like a beast I hear it howling, 
Like an infant wailing low. 

Come, O comrade solitary 

Of this cheerless youth of mine, 
Let us fill our cups and bury 

All our woes in frothing wine! 


1825 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


My blood’s aflame! Desire and yearning 
O’erwhelm me: stung this heart of mine. 
O kiss me, love! Your kisses burning 
Are sweeter far than myrrh or wine. 
Upon my breast your head lay tender 
And to blithe rest will I surrender 
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Till the first breath of cheerful day 
The shades of nighttime drives away. 


1825 
Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


A CONFESSION 


To Alexandra Ivanovna Osipova 


I love you—love you, e’en as I 

Rage at myself for this obsession, 

And as I make my shamed confession, 
Despairing at your feet I lie. 

I know, I know—it ill becomes me, 

I am too old, ume to be wise... 

But how?.. This love—it overcomes me, 

A sickness this in passion’s guise. 

When you are near I’m filled with sadness, 
When far, I yawn, for life’s a bore. 

I must pour out this love, this madness, 
There’s nothing I desire more! 

When your skirts rustle, when, my angel, 
Your girlish voice I hear, when your 

Light step sounds in the parlour—strangely, 
I turn confused, perturbed, unsure. 

You frown—and I’m in pain, I languish; 
You smile—and joy defeats distress; 

My one reward for a day’s anguish 

Is when vour fingers my hand press. 
When you sit bent over your sewing, 

Your eves downcast and fine curls blowing 
About your face, with tenderness 

I childlike watch, my heart o’erflowing 
With love, in my gaze a caress. 

Shall I my jealousy and yearning 
Describe, my bitterness and woe 

When by yourself on some bleak morning 
Off on a distant walk you go, 

Or with another spend the evening 
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And, with him near, the piano play, 
Or for Opéchka leave, or, grieving, 
Weep and in silence pass the day?.. 
Alina! Pray relent, have mercy! 

I dare not ask for love —with all 
My many sins, both great and small, 
I am perhaps of love unworthy! — 
But if you feigned love, if you would 
Pretend, you’d easily deceive me, 
For happily would I, believe me, 
Deceive myself if but I could! 


1826 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE PROPHET 


My lonely heart athirst, I trod 

A barren waste when, so ’twas fated, 

A winged seraph ‘fore me stood: 

Where crossed the desert roads he waited. 
Upon my orbs of sightless clay 

His fingers lightly he did lay, 

And like a startled eagle round me 

I gazed and saw the earth surrounded, 
Hemmed in by sky... He touched my ear, 
Then tother, and, most marked and clear, 
There came to me the gentle flutter 

Of angels’ wings, I heard the vine 

Push through the earth and skyward climb, 
The deep-sea monsters 1n the water 

Like tiny fishes glide... And o’er 

Me calm he bent and out he tore 

My sinful tongue... Not once withdrawing 
His gaze from mine, he pushed, unseen, 
A serpent’s deadly sting between 

My ice-cold lips... Then, swiftly drawing 
His shining sword, he clove my breast, 
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Plucked out my quivering heart, and, sombre 
And grim of aspect, coolly thrust 

Into the gaping hole an ember 

That ran with flame... I lay there, dead, 

And God, God spake, and this He said: 
“Arise, O sage, and, my call hearing, 

Do as I bid, by naught deterred. 

Stride o’er the earth, a prophet, searing 

The hearts of men with righteous word.” 


1826 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


WINTRY ROAD 


Slow the moon, embraced by shadow, 
Climbs the hilly clouds of night 

And upon the cheerless meadow 
Sadly pours its pallid light. 


Down the road, as white and eerie 
As the wintry, boundless lea, 
Runs my troika, and the weary 
Sleigh-bell jingles drowsily. 


In the driver’s song unending 
Much there 1s that speaks to me, 
Now a plaint, the spirit rending, 
Now a reckless gaiety... 


All around is snow, and nothing, 
Not a light to cheer the eye; 
Mile-posts rush to meet me, nodding 
As they pass indifferent by. 


But, my Nina, on the morrow, 

By the fire’s unsteady blaze, 

I will drown my gloom, my sorrow 
And my dullness in your gaze. 
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Let the clock, its passage charted, 
Mark the measured pace of time— 
You and I will not be parted 

By its ringing midnight chime. 


Sad am I... The night encloses 

Field and wood... The moon looms wan... 
In his seat the driver dozes, 

Through the snow the road drags on. 


1826 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Deep in Siberia’s mines, let naught 
Subdue your proud and patient spirit. 
Your crushing toil and lofty thought 
Shall not be wasted—do not fear it. 


Misfortune’s sister, hope sublime, 

From sombre dungeon pain will banish; 
Joy will awake and sorrow vanish.... 

"Twill come, the promised, longed-for time: 


The heavy locks will burst—rejoice! — 
And love and friendship ’thout delusion 
Will reach you in your grim seclusion 
As does my freedom-loving voice. 


The prison walls will crash... Content, 
At door will freedom wait to meet you; 
Your brothers, hastening to greet you, 
To you the sword will glad present. 


1827 Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


AP: 


THREE SPRINGS 


In life’s drear steppe that stretches on unending 

Three secret, magic springs well out the ground: 
Youth’s bubbling spring, swift, mutinous, forth sending 
Gay, lightsome, sparkling sprays with tuneful sound, 
The bright Castalia, fount of inspiration, 

At which drink exiles, and the icy spring 

Of cold oblivion that consolation 

And true contentment to the thirsting brings. 


1827 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


ARION 


We many were who filled the boat: 
Some held the sails aloft and flying; 
Some plied the oars, and thus, defying 
The wayward winds, kept us afloat. 

Our helmsman steered the vessel, loaded 
Full as she was, and onward sent; 

And I, to them I sang, content 

And unconcerned... A violent 

Gale overtook the boat and goaded 

The seas to fury... All were lost 

But I who out the deep was tossed 

By surging waves; my body flinging 

On to the sands, they fled... Now I 

Sit drying in the sun and my 

Old, well loved songs with relish singing. 


1827 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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THE POET 


The bard, when asks of him Apollo 

No sacred offering, is deep 

In worldly cares ere long, and follows 
A dismal road; dark, numbing sleep 
His soul embraces; no sound reaches 
Us from his lyre—mute does it rest; 

Of all earth’s mean and paltry creatures 
He is, perhaps, the paltriest. 


But lo!—the good god’s voice his ear 
Has reached, and from his torpor parted 
Is he, his soul an eagle startled 

And on the wing. Our pleasures drear 
Now seem to him; so too does idle 
And petty talk. He’ll not his head 

Bow in obeisance to an idol, 

The darling of the herd. Instead, 
Full of sweet sounds, in wild confusion 
Of heart, to distant, lonely seas 

That lick at empty shores he flees, 

In windswept forests seeks seclusion... 


1827 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


A TALISMAN 


Where the seas wax ever stormy, 
Where the rocks they madly smite, 
Where the moon shines softly, warmly 
In the dulcet hour of night, 

Where the Muslim his days passes 

In a harem blissfully, 

The most ravishing of lasses 

Gave a talisman to me. 
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Said the lass as in her bower 

Sat we close: “Pray take it, do; 

"Tis endowed with magic power, 
Love’s own gift is it to you. 

It won’t keep you safe from danger, 
From a hurricane at sea, 

From a blinding storm and raging, 
From a fatal malady; 


“Tt will not, I swear, beloved, 

The East’s treasures help you seize, 
Nor to quell — pray think not of it— 
The great Prophet’s devotees; 

It won’t carry you from dreary 
Alien shores that sad you roam 

To the parts that love you dearly, 
To your far-off northern home. 


‘But if someone’s eyes ‘thout warning 
Charm your loveless heart and lone, 
If her lips, true passion scorning, 
With false passion touch your own, 
Then its magic it will lend you: 

From the poisoned darts, dear friend, 
Of sham love it will defend you, 

To betrayal put an end.” 


1827 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


REMEMBRANCE 


When for the mortal dies the noise of day, when comes 
Night’s half-transparent shade and traces 

Its patterns over all, when sleep the city domes 
And silent streets and squares embraces, 

How tedious a time is this! I stay awake 
And pass the hours in weary idling, 


_ 50 — 


And conscience stings my heart, its fangs those of a snake 
Within my bosom furtive hiding. 

Dejection seizes me and clouds my spirit whole, 
Thoughts crowd my brain, dreams in me riot. 

Relentless and withdrawn, remembrance its long scroll 
Unfolds before me in the quiet. 

Repelled, I read my life, and curse... Strange, haunting fears 
And cold misgiving never leave me, 

And bitter are my plaints, and weep I bitter tears, 
But do not touch the lines that grieve me. 


1828 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Life, vain gift of chance, pray tell me —* 
Why have you been granted me? 

Why, O fate, do you compel me 

To endure such agony? 


What dark power without compassion 
Called me up from nothingness, 
Filled my soul with fiery passion, 
Brought me doubt and cold distress? 


Void of aim is my existence, 
Empty are my mind and heart. 
Life to me with dull persistence 
Its depressing tale imparts. 


1828 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


* The poem was written on May 26, 1828, Pushkin’s 29th 
birthday.— Ed. 


a.) 


Sing, lovely one, I beg, no more 

The songs of Georgia in my presence, 

For of a distant life and shore 

Their mournful sound calls up remembrance; 


For of a moonlit steppe, and night 
They cruelly, vengefully remind me, 
And of a face long lost to sight, 

Well loved, but left, alas, behind me. 


When you are nigh, I gaze at you, 

And lo! No fatal shadow haunts me. 

But at your song’s first note, anew 

It reappears, and plagues and taunts me. 


Sing, lovely one, I beg, no more 

The songs of Georgia in my presence, 

For of a distant life and shore 

Their mournful sound calls up remembrance. 


1828 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


ANTIAR 


On sands where sunshine is a curse, 
Antar, a sentry grim and dreaded, 

Alone in all the universe 

Stands, to the arid stillness wedded. 


The thirsting steppes gave birth to him, 
The sun above them gleaming redly, 
And, spiteful, fed his roots and limbs 
With poisons swift to act and deadly. 


The venom, seeping through his bark, 
Melts in the blaze and heat of morning, 
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But thickens at the fall of dark, 
With crystal drops the tree adorning. 


No birds, no beasts dare venture near. 
Black winds alone, not lightly daunted, 
Rush up, but fly away in fear, 

By his malignant vapours tainted. 


And when a rain-cloud sprays his crown 
And leaves the heavy branches sodden, 
The drops that from the tree stream down 
With poisons are already laden. 


But man bade man to seek Antiar— 

One look sufficed... The slave, past caring, 
Set out, and though the way was far, 
Returned at dawn, the poison bearing. 


A branch and resin ‘fore his lord 

He placed in silent supplication, 

And down his ashen brow there poured 
Cold, leaden drops of perspiration. 


And, falling weakly on a mat, 
His face a mask of sickly pallor, 
He died, a humble bondsman, at 
The feet of an almighty ruler. 


With poison did his henchmen smear 
The prince’s arrows at his orders, 

And to his neighbours far and near 
Death sent he forth across the borders. 


1828 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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THE FLOWER 


Once, in a book I found a wilted 

And pallid bloom, its fragrance shed, 
And in my soul there rose and filled it 
Strange thoughts by eager fancy fed. 


Where blossomed it and when? What mellow 
Spring gave it birth—or summer? And 

Who put it ’twixt these pages yellow— 

A stranger’s or an old friend’s hand? 


Was’t in remembrance of a tender 
Tryst left here, or a parting, or 

A walk amid the quiet splendour 
Of lonely fields and woody shore? 


He, she—where are they? Is their hour 
Of doom still far? What is their lot? 
Are they alive or, like the flower 

Found by me, dead and long forgot?... 


1828 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Upon the hills of Georgia lies the haze of night... 
Below, Aragva foams... The sadness 
That fills the void of days is, strangely, half delight, 
Tis both sweet pain and sweeter gladness. 
Because you haunt my heart, it cannot be at rest, 
And yet ’tis light, and untormented 
By morbid thoughts... It loves... It loves because 1t must, 
And, for all that, remains contented. 


1829 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


kK Ok Ok 
2? November 


It’s wintertime and cold. A long day is before me. 
The servant brings my tea. “How is the weather— storiny 
Or has the blizzard stilled?”’ I ask him. “And the snow— 
Right for the hunt, I hope? If not, then tell me so!.. 
Now, is it bed or saddle?.. Wait, I know what’s coming: 
You'll say that I’m to sit indoors till dinner, thumbing 
Through these outdated sheets... No? Then—To horse! 
To horse!”’— 
And off across the fields with dawn’s first light we course. 
We're holding riding crops, our hounds behind us follow; 
Our eyes are on the ground, each drift, each snowy hollow 
We patiently inspect, then, circling, scour the grove, 
And, two hares bagged, ride home... The hour is late, by Jove!.. 
Evening crawls up... What cheer!.. The wind howls. On the 
table 
A lonely candle smokes. The heart aches, is unable 
To cast off sudden gloom... Of boredom drop by drop 
The baneful brew I drink... At random picking up 
A book, I scan a page... My thoughts are far, and, closing 
The volume, for a pen I listless search... She’s dozing, 
My Musz2 is, and from her I can but force a few 
Inane and dismal words, a shapeless phrase or two... 
My wayward servant Rhyme ignores my goading... Dull are 
The lines that slowly form, cold, nebulous, of colour 
Bereft... The lyre is mute... 
By our long match worn out, 
I join the rest downstairs... What is the talk about?.. 
Of course!— The sugar mill, and the elections— whether 
They'll soon be held or not... As sulky as the weather 
Our hostess is, she frowns the while her needles fly, 
Or at the king of hearts stares with a doubtful eye. 
Was ever man so bored! The days run on unending, 
In weary solitude... But should, when Tam spending 
Over a game of draughts an idle hour or more, 
The neighbour’s covered sleigh at dusk stop at iny door 
And bring three welcome guests: two sisters and their 
mother — 
The girls are fair and slight and very like cach other — 
Then bubbling, sparkling life, I willingly confess, 
Comes to my lone retreat, my distant wilderness!.. 
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At first a casual look, then, one less cool, less guarded, 

Then some few words exchanged, then, all reserve discarded, 
Long conversations, laughter, songs by candlelight, 

Gaines, dancing, talk with questions that invite 

Hushed, meaningful rephes, and coy and languid glances, 
And, on a narrow staircase, murmured contidences... 

And there, out on the porch, a maid of evening stands, 

Her neck and bosom bare... The storm fine snowflakes sends 
Into her face. But see—the northern winds hard-blowing 
Can do the Russian rose no harm: her cheeks are glowing, 
On her lips kisses flame: fresh stays she mid the snows! 


1829 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


WINTER MORNING 


Snow, frost and sunshine—lovely morning! 
Yet you, dear love, its magic scorning, 

Are still abed... Awake, iny sweet!.. 

Cast sleep away, I beg, and, rising, 
Yourself a northern star, the blazing 
Aurora, northern beauty, meet. 


Last night a snowstorm raged, remember; 
A turbid haze swam in the sombre, 
Wind-ravaged sky, and through the grey 
Murk of the clouds the moon shone dully, 
And you sat listless, melancholy... 

But now—look out the window, pray — 


‘Neath lucid skies of clearest azure 

The winter’s rich and dazzling treasure, 

Her carpets of soft snow are spread. 

The wood is etched against them darkly, 

The firs, rime-starred, are green and sparkling, 
In shiny mail the stream 1s clad. 


A mellow glow like that of amber 
Illumes the room... “Tis good to linger 
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Beside the gaily crackling stove, 

And think and dream... But let our honest 
Brown mare without delay be harnessed 
That we may take a sledge ride, love. 


We'll give free rein to her, and lightly, 
The snow of morning gleaming brightly, 
Skim over it, and, full of glee, 

Cross empty fields and empty meadows, 

A once thick wood with trees like shadows, 
A stream and shores long dear to me. 


1829 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


I loved you, and that love, to die refusing, 

May still— who knows! —be smouldering in my breast. 
Pray be not pained —believe me, of my choosing 

I’d never have you troubled nor distressed. 

I loved you mutely, hopelessly and truly, 

With shy yet fervent tenderness aglow; 

Mine was a jealous passion and unruly... 

May Heaven grant another will love you so! 


1829 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Whether the streets I roam or enter 

A crowded church, or spend the night 
In boisterous company—no matter! — 
My thought pursues its restless flight. 
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This do I think: swift is life’s passage, 

And all of us now gathered here 

Will glimpse ere long Death’s dreaded visage; 
Already someone’s hour draws near. 


Upon an ancient oak tree gazing, 

I whisper, awed: “When I am gone 
Twill still be here, the woodland gracing; 
My fathers went—the tree grows on!”’ 


And playing with a child, I murmur: 
‘“Farewell!.. My place I cede... ‘The hour 
Is close at hand— My life is over— 

For me to rot, for you to flower.” 


Each day, each year that passes, transient, 
I follow mute to its decline, 

The moment of my doom, impatient 
And fearful trying to divine. 


Will I be claimed by death in warfare? 
Whilst on my travels? Mid the waves? 
Or will a neighbouring valley offer 
My cold remains a quiet grave? 


Where to be laid in sleep eternal 
Is all the same to lifeless clay. 

Yet ’tis beneath the skies maternal 
That I would tranquil rest for aye. 


Let Life, Young Life with joy unbounded 
Above my tomb play on and flow, 

And Beauteous Nature all around it, 
Serene, unmoved, for ever glow. 


1829 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE CAUCASUS 


Below me the silver-capped Caucasus lies... 

A stream at my feet rushes, foaming and roaring. 

I watch a lone eagle, o’er the peaks calmly soaring, 
Drift near as he motionless circles the skies. 

Here rivers are born that tear mountains asunder 

And landslides begin with a crash as of thunder. 


Here float solemn storm-clouds, and through them cascade 
Swift torrents of water: they plunge o’er the edges 
Of great, naked cliffs and spill down to the ledges 
That patches of moss and dry brushwood invade. 
Beneath spread green groves, lush with herbs 

and sweet-scented 
Where birds dwell in peace and where deer browse, contented. 


Lower still, in the hills, nestle men; flocks of sheep 

The pasturelands roam; to the gay, flowery meadow 
Where courses Aragva, her banks clothed in shadow, 

A shepherd descends. In a narrow and deep 

Ravine a poor horseman lurks, tense and unsleeping, 
And wild, laugh-crazed Terek goes tumbling and leaping. 


He lashes about like a beast in a cage 

With food out of reach, full of hunger and craving, 
And licks at the boulders, and, howling and raving, 
Strikes out at the shore in a frenzy and rage. 

Alas! he is thwarted: the mountains surround hin; 
Mute, threatening giants, they press darkly round him. 


1829 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


What means my name to you?.. Twill die 
As does the melancholy murmur 

Of distant waves or, of a summer, 

The forest’s hushed nocturnal sigh. 
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Found on a fading album page, 

Dim will it seem and enigmatic, 

Like words traced on a tomb, a relic 
Of some long dead and vanished age. 


What’s in my name?.. Long since forgot, 
Erased by new, tempestuous passion, 
Of tenderness ’twill leave you not 

The lingering and sweet impression. 


But in an hour of agony 

Pray speak it, and recall my image, 
And say, “He still remembers me, 

His heart alone still pays me homage.” 


1830 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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When in my arms your slender form 

J take, perhaps a shade too boldly, 
And words of love, impetuous, warm, 
Pour out to you, in silence, coldly 
From my unasked-for, rash embrace 
You free yourself, and for an instant 
A smile appears upon your face, 

At once mistrustful, wan and distant. 
Too promptly has your memory stored 
Of all my errant ways the rumour— 

I speak, and you are out of humour, 

I plead my cause, and you are bored... 
O how I curse the sweet diversions 
And pleasures of my wicked youth, 
Love’s nightly meetings and excursions 
To some dark nook or garden path, 
The verse whose sound did stimulate 
And stir the blood, the fond caresses 
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bestowed too soon by trusting lasses, 
And their laments that came too late. 


1830 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 
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TO THE POET 


Hark, poet! Do not prize the mob’s love, I beseech you; 

Too soon does loud praise die: discount it. Should a fool 
Deride your verse, be calm; should the cold laughter reach you 
Of many, of a crowd, stay firm, impassive, cool. 


You are enthroned, a tsar; so follow lofty-minded 

The road of freedom, lone, by thought unfettered led; 
Perfect the fruit of toil to noble genius wed 

And ask for no reward: within yourself you'll find it. 


You are your own most stern judge and meant so to be; 
None will your work appraise with more severity. 
Say, does it please you—this, your proud pen has created? 


It does? Then let the mob against it crude declaim 
And at your altar spit and try to douse the flame 
And with a young imp’s glee the tripod rock, elated. 


1830 
Translated by 


ey , Irina Zheleznova 
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MADONNA 


I never sought to fill my rooms with an array 
Of gold-framed canvases so that the wise and knowing, 
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The humbled visitor by their pronouncements awing, 
Might gaze at them askance and, pompous, have their say. 


No, in my modest nook where long, long hours I gave 
To earnest, careful thought and slow, painstaking labour 
One oil I yearned to hang—my one wish was to have 
Always before my eyes the Virgin and the Saviour, 


To see her queenly, calm, and him serene of gaze, 
In glory’s robes clad both and ringed by glory’s rays, 
From under Zion's palm look out at me... Hosanna!.. 


My dearest wish is granted, and God’s name I bless; 
Twas He who sent you to me—you, O my Madonna, 
Who are all purity, all tranquil loveliness. 


1830 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


DEMONS 


Spinning storm-clouds,-rushing storm-clouds, 
Hazy skies, a hazy night, 

And a furtive moon that slyly 

Sets the flying snow alight. 

On we drive... The waste is boundless, 
Nameless plains skim past, and hills. 

Gripped by fear, I sit unmoving... 
Tink-tink-tinkle go the bells. 


“Coachman, come, wake up!..” “The horses 
They are weary, sir, and slow; 

As for me, I’m nearly blinded 

By this blasted wind and snow! 

There’s no road in sight, so help me; 

What to do?.. We’ve lost our way. 

It’s the demon that has got us 

And is leading us astray. 


Ges 


“Look! He plays and teases yonder, 
Spits and blows, and, full of spleen, 
With a laugh a stallion pushes 

O’er the edge of a ravine. 

Now he'll rise, a giant mile-post, 
Straight before me; now, a spark, 
Flash and gleam, and, sinking, vanish 
Of a sudden in the dark.” 


Spinning storm-clouds, rushing storm-clouds, 
Hazy skies, a hazy night, 

And a furtive moon that slyly 

Sets the flying snow alight. 

Spent from circling round, the horses 

Jerk and stop... The bells go dead. 

‘That a stump or wolf?” “Yer Honour, 

I don’t rightly see ahead.” 


Loud the snowstorm weeps and rages, 
And the horses snort in fright. 

O’er the plain the demon prances, 

In the murk his eyes glow bright. 

Off the horses start, a’shudder, 

And the bells go iuing-a-ling... 
Demons, demons without number 
Gather round us in a ring. 


In the eerie play of moonlight 

They grimace, they: wail and call, 
Whirling, leaping, dancing madly 
Like the windswept leaves of fall. 
Why are they so wild, so restless? 
Why so weird the sounds they make? 
Could this be a witch’s wedding 
Could this be a goblin’s wake? 


Spinning storm-clouds, rushing storm-clouds, 
Hazy skies, a hazy night, 

And a furtive moon that slyly 

Sets the flying snow alight. 

Skyward soar the whirling demons, 
Shrouded by the falling snow, 
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And their plaintive, awful howling 
Fills my heart with dread and woe. 


1830 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


ELEGY 


Of my mad years the vanished mirth and laughter 
Affect me like a fume-filled morning-after. 

Not so past pain—like wine is it to me 

That as the years go by gains potency. 

Sad is the path before me: toil and sorrow 

Lie on the restless seaways of the morrow. 


And yet from thought of death, my friends, 
I shrink: 


I want to live—to suffer and to think, 

To taste of care and grief and tribulation, 

Of rapture and of sweet exhilaration; 

Be drunk with harmony; touch fancy’s strings 
And freely weep o’er its imaginings... 

And love’s last flash, its smile of farewell tender 
My sad decline may yet less mournful render. 


1830 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


For your far homeland you were leaving 

An alien land... Forget I’ll not 

That final hour, that hour of grieving 

When my arms to enchain you sought, 

When my tears flowed unchecked, unending, 
When heard you in my tortured moan 
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A plea to let the anguish rending, 
The pain of parting linger on. 


But from my lips your own lips tearing, 
You bade me follow you; you said: 

‘‘Leave exile’s shores and, my fate sharing, 
Go after me, by your heart led. 

We'll meet again and know what bliss 1s; 
*Neath skies forever blue and bright 

And shady olives, love’s sweet kisses 

Anew our lips will reunite.” 


But where the winds are gentler, softer, 
Where luminous the heavens keep 

And olives shade the sea-green water, 
You closed your eyes and fell asleep. 
The silent grave your pain, beloved, 
Engulfed and too your loveliness; 

You are no more—but still I covet, 

Still wait reunion’s promised kiss! 


1830 Translated by 
Irina Zhéleznova 


AUTUMN 


(An excerpt) 


Then does a host of thoughts my slumbering brain invade... 


I 


October has arrived; the grove the last remaining 


Derzhavin 


Gold-speckled leaves sheds fast; the boughs hang brown 


and bare; 


A brook beyond the mill winds gay and uncomplaining, 


But ice sheathes pond and road—a nip is in the air; 
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Off eager to the chase my neighbour rides, restraining 

His chafing horse no more while horns expectant blare. 

And by the boisterous sport the distant fields lie shaken, 
And baying, hoarse-voiced packs the sleeping woods awaken. 


I] 


’Tis autumn that I love; by spring am I laid low: 

A thaw depresses me; I find my senses reeling, 

A fever in my veins... The mud, the smells... A slow 
Gloom on my heart descends... Contrariwise, how healing 
Is winter with its frosts and sledge-rides o’er the snow, 
Your love beside you, close, her trembling fingers stealing 
Beneath the silky furs to curl around vour own, 

Their hot, their bur ning touch de signed for vou alone! 


HI 


To don swift steel and glide oer glassy streams—a merry 
And pleasing way is this the wintry morn to spend! 

Or else take winter's fétes—how sparkling they, how verv 
Blithe and packed full of thrills! And vet confess. dear friend, 
That e’en the sleepy bear would find it dull to bury 

Himself amid the snows for half a vear on end. 

To sleigh-ride with young nymphs or by a fire sit moping — 
That this won't pall in time is, [ insist, past hoping! 


I\’ 


O beauteous summertime! Pd love you well without 

The heat, the clouds of dust, the gnats and fhes besetung 
Mankind in buzzing swarms... Like fields we die of drought... 
All our perceptions numbed, our souls and bodies fretting 
For a cool drink and shade, we cannot think about 

Aught else, and winter's slow but sure demise regretting, 

We send the old dame off with pancakes, and partake 

Of quantities of ice and ices at her wake. 


Ve 


Late fall is viewed by most with unconcealed disfavour, 
But I am spellbound held, dear readers, by its mild 


And tranquil loveliness... No season is there braver, 
More splendid in its way. Thus will an unloved child 
My warm affections draw. Nay, friends, I do not waver 
When I admit to it: my fancy is beguiled 

By autumn’s mellow charm. No vain or boastful lover, 
The magic hid in it I waywardly discover. 


Vi 


I love it as one might— how shall I best explain? — 
Love a consumptive maid who, though too early fated 
To die, meets her decline ’thout murmur, to complain 
Refusing... On Fer lips a smile still plays... Death’s hated, 
Grim visage is in sight, and yet her eye, ’tis plain, 
Turns from his yawning jaws; he’ll claim his long awaited, 
Long sought-for prize, unseen... Her cheeks are flushed 

and red... 
To-day she is alive, and on the morrow, dead. 


VII 


O drear and cheerless time, you charm the eye and tender 
Contentment to the heart. How wondrous to behold 

Your dying beauty is, the lush and sumptuous splendour 
Of nature’s farewell bloom; the forests clad in gold; 

The wind’s refreshing breath; the azure sky’s surrender 
To greyish, pearly haze; the pinch of early cold; 

The fitful ray of sun, too rare to be persistent, 

And hoary winter’s threats, still undefined and distant. 


VIII 


When gracious autumn comes, my heart feels gay and light, 
I am alive once more... Benign and salutary 

Our Russian cold is, friends. My sleep, my appetite 

It benefits, I vow. My very step grows airy; 

The daily round of life brings me renewed delight; 

Desires within me seethe... I’m young again and merry. 

So am I built, so made, for which dull turns of speech 

Your pardon, readers mine, herewith do I beseech. 
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IX 


My horse is brought to me, and off he races, winging 
Across the boundless wastes of open field and way. 
Beneath his flashing hoofs the frozen ground is ringing 
And cracking here and there... But brief’s the light of day, 
It wanes; and in the grate a fire is lighted, bringing 

A cheery warmth with it... Drawn by the freakish play 

Of leaping, darting flames, I loll nearby, perusing 

A book, or, wrapped in thought, of many things sit musing. 
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Then, all the world forgot, in dulcet quietude 

I fall beneath the spell of dulcet fancy’s dreaming, 

And poetry is born within me, and a mood 

Of lyric restlessness o’erwhelms my spirit, seeming 

To make it quiver, sing, and seek, no more subdued, 

To pour out free at last, and chainless... Toward me 
streaming, 

Come callers by the score, upon me fast they gain; 

Old friends they are of mine, the offspring of my brain. 


XI 


Thoughts flock to me in droves; they dance about and caper; 
Swift rhymes to meet them rush; my fingers restive grow, 
They boldly seek a pen; the pen, a sheet of paper... 

A moment, and the verse will smoothly, freely flow. 

So does a vessel doze till on her deck the dapper, 
Quick-moving hands appear. Up, down they creep, and lo! — 
Tis done. The sails fill out. Upon her travels leaving, 

The ship begins to move, the swelling waters cleaving. 
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She’s off... Where are we bound, for what haze-covered 
shores?... 
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1833 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


* * * 


*Tis tume, my friend, ’tis time! The heart to peace aspires: 
Day tollows day; the rolling stream of hours | 
Crumbles the banks of being, and you and I 
Had thought to live, and yet, behold, we die. 


Though joy for ever flees, peace stays and freedom. Long now 
Have I, hard-driven slave, been filled with longing 

To plan, consoled by this, rebellious flight 

To some far sanctuary of work and chaste delight. 


1834 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


STORM-CLOUD 


O storm-cloud, the tempest’s survival, alone 

Like mad do you rush o’er the heavenly dome; 
Alone do you cast as you drift on your way 

A dark, brooding shade on the jubilant day. 

A short while ago you lay cloaking the sky, 

And great forks of lightning flared round you on high. 
You thundered and roared over forest and plain 
And fed thirsting earth with a bounty of rain. 
Enough! Make you haste! Do not tarry... Begone! 
The earth is refreshed, and the rainstorm has flown, 
And tame though the wind is, it stubbornly tries 

To make you desert the now radiant skies. 


1835 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


...I’m back, I see again 
The earth’s dim corner where two quiet years 
I spent in exile lone. Since then another 
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Ten years have come and gone, and much in life 
Has changed, I too have changed, obedient 
To nature’s law. But now the past anew 
Revives and grips my heart, enveloping 
The whole of me. It is as if I walked 
In these green groves but yesternight. 

There stands 
The house, an exile’s sad retreat, where I 
Lived with my poor old nurse. She is no more; 
No longer do I hear behind the wall 
Her heavy, shuffling steps, nor feel her kind 
And vigilant surveillance. 

Yonder rears 
The wooded knoll, on whose green top, unmoving, 
For hours I used to sit and gaze upon 
The lake below and wistfully recall 
A shore and waters far removed from these. 
The lake, a wide expanse of purest blue, 
Lies amid golden fields; mysterious 
Its currents are; a fisherman his boat 
Across it guides and calmly drags behind him 
His well-worn net. Small villages are strewn 
Upon its sloping shores; beyond them shows 
A bent and crooked windmill; painfully, 
Helped by the wind, it turns its creaking arms. 
Where end my lands ancestral; and a road, 
Rutted by rains, begins its climb uphill, 
Three massive pines rise skyward: two of them 
Stand side by side: the third, apart. When I 
On moonlit nights would past them slowly nde, 
Lhe rustling of their crowns fell on my ears: 
“Twas thus they greeted me and made me welcome. 
I took this road to-day and saw the trees. 
They rose before me, whispering and swaying 
As in those days long past, and were unchanged. 
But close beside their ancient roots and gnarled, 
Where once was naked ground, a family 
Of pines, a whole new grove, has now sprung up. 
Beneath the trees, small bushes, green and fresh, 
Like children crowd, while, as of yore, their dour 
And aging friend, a bachelor, still stands 
Apart from all, and roundabout all is 
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As bare as e’er it was and nothing grows. 
Hail, youth! Hail, strange new wondrous tribe! Another, 
Not I will see you in your riper years 
When, mighty, you outgrow my three old friends 
And their dark, wind-swayed crowns shield from the eyes 
Of wayfarers. 
Let my descendant hear 
Your sound of welcome when, returning from 
An evening spent in friendly, heartfelt talk, 
Full of the pleasing, warming afterglow 
Of easy comradeship and cheering thoughts, 


He passes you at night with slowing steps 
And thinks of me. 


1835 ” Translated by 
ek ee Irina Zheleznova 


When, lost in thought, I wander from the town 
And to the public cemetery come— 
The railings, pillars, tombstones neat and pretty, 
Beneath which rot the dead of all the city, 
Packed side by side within the spongy sward 
Like greedy guests about a sparse-set board, 
The mausoleums of men of solid station, 
The ugly ornament of third-rate masons, 
And the inscriptions, graved in prose and verse, 
Which all their virtues, service, ranks rehearse, 
The doting cuckold marked by mourning cupids, 
Pillars, robbed of their urns, forlornly fluted 
Damp graves, awaiting with a weary yawn, 
The tenants scheduled for tomorrow’s morn— 
I’m troubled so by thoughts of human folly 
That I fall prey to spleen and melancholy 
And want to spit and run... 

Yet how I love 
On autumn evenings, when the sky above 
Sleeps like the dead in solemn quietude, 
To walk in the ancestral solitude ; 
Of our poor village graveyard, where there’s space 
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For simple tombstones, and the thief’s whey face 
Does not intrude to rob when night 1s drear, 
But the good villager a passing prayer 
Murmurs, and sighs as he goes by these stones, 
Ancient and plain, with hchen overgrown, 

And, in the place of urns and pyramids 

Of noseless Muses, unkempt caryatids, 

An oak-tree spreads o’er venerable graves 

And rustles fluttering leaves... 


1836 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Exegi menumentum 


A monument I’ve raised not built with hands, 

And common folk shall keep the path well trodden 

To where it unsubdued and towering stands 
Higher than Alexander’s Column. 


} shall not wholly die—for in my sacred lyre 

My spirit shail outlive my dust’s corruption — 

And honour shail I have, so long the glorious fire 
Of poesy flames on one single scutcheon. 


Rumour of me shall then my whole vast country fill, 

In every tongue she owns my name she’ll speak. 

Proud Slav’s posterity, Finn, and—unlettered still — 
The Tungus, and the steppe-loving Kalmyk. 


And long the people yet will honour me 
Because my lyre was turned to loving-kindness 
And, in a cruel Age, I sang of Liberty 

And mercy begged of Justice in her blindness. 


Indifferent alike to praise or blame 
Give heed, o Muse, but to the voice Divine 
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Fearing not injury, nor seeking fame, 
Nor casting pearls to swine. 


1836 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


THE BRONZE HORSEMAN 
(Excerpts from the poem) 


INTRODUCTION 


Where lonely waters, struggling, sought 
To reach the sea, he paused, in thought 
Immersed, and gazed ahead. The river 
Swept grandly past. In midstream caught, 
A peeling bark did bounce and shiver 
Upon the waves. And here and there, 

On moss-grown, boggy shores a rare, 
Ramshackle hut loomed dark, the dwelling 
Of humble Finn... The sun’s bright glare 
In milky fog was shrouded; falling 

On forests dense, its sickly ray 

Ne’er pierced their murk. 


Thought he: the haughty 
Swede here we'll curb and hold at bay 
And here, to gall him, found a city. 
As nature bids so must we do: 
A window will we cut here through 
On Europe, and a foothold gaining 
Upon this coast, the ships we’l] hail 
Of every flag, and freely sail 
These seas, no more ourselves restraining. 
A century passed, and there it stood, 
Of Northern lands the pride and beauty, 
A young, resplendent, gracious city, 
Sprung out the dark of mire and wood. 
Where Finnish fisherman, forlorn 
Stepchild of Fortune, came, intruding 
Upon the calm, to cast his worn, 
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Much mended net into the brooding, 
Mysterious waters, now there rise 

Great palaces and towers; a maze 

Of sails and mastheads crowds the harbour; 
Ships of all ports moor here beside 

These rich and peopled shores; the wide, 
Majestic Neva slowly labours, 

In granite clad, to push its way 

‘Neath graceful bridges; gardens cover 
The once bare isles that dot the river, 

Its glassy surface still and grey. 

Old Moscow fades beside her rival. 

A dowager, she ts outshone, 
O’ershadowed by the new arrival 

Who, robed in purple, mounts the throne. 


I love thee, Peter’s proud creation, 
Thy princely stateliness of line, 
The regal Neva coursing patient 
*Twixt sober walls of massive stone; 
The iron lacework of thy fences, 
Thy wistful, moonless, lustrous nights, 
Dusk-clothed but limpid... Oft it chances 
That in my chamber ‘thout a light 
J write or sit a book perusing 
Whilst, luminous, the streets lie dozing 
Beyond, great, empty blocks... Up higher, 
’Gainst sky, the Admiralty spire 
Is clearly etched... 

The darkness driving 
From off the heavens, twilight hastes 
To welcome twilight, scarcely giving 
Night half an hour... 

I love thy chaste, 

Inclement winter with its bracing 
And moveless air, the lusty bite 
And pinch of frost, the sledges racing 
On Neva banks, the bloom of bright 
Young cheeks, the ballroom’s noise and glitter, 
And, at a bachelors’ get-together, 
The hiss and sparkle of iced champagne 
And punch bowls topped with bluish flame. 
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I love the dash and animation 

Of Fields of Mars where, trim and staid, 
Both foot and horse pass on parade, 
Their symmetry and neat formation 

A pretty sight. In battles charred, 

Here flags sail by, triumphant flowing, 
There helmets meet the eye, their glowing, 
Well furbished sides by bullets scarred. 

I love to hear the thunder crashing, 

O gallant city mine and fair, 

When to the royal house of Russia 

The tsar’s young spouse presents an heir; 
When mark we, full of pride and glee, 
Our latest martial victory, 

Or when the Neva boldly smashes 

Its pale-blue chains, and off to sea 

The crumbling ice exultant rushes. 


Stand thou, O Peter’s citadel, 

Like Russia steadfast and enduring, 
And let the elements rebel 

No more but be subdued; your fury 
Contain, O Finnish waves, and quell; 
Forget the old feud and endeavour 
To let it buried stay for ever 

And undisturbed leave Peter’s sleep!.. 


Fresh in our memories we keep 

A time most grim and dark and baneful... 
Upon my narrative with dread 

Do I embark — the task is painful, 

For grave it needs must be and sad. 


PART ONE 
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A fearful day! 

Throughout the night 
The frenzied Neva had insanely 
The storm been charging, trying vainly 
To gain the sea, the tempest’s might 
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Its efforts foiling... 

In the morning 
Crowds came to watch the rising domes 
Of waves that, all defences scorning, 
Lashed at the banks with spray and foam. 
Barred from the bay by wind, the Neva 
Turned, chafing, back, and with a roar, 
By savage wrath and passion driven, 
The islands flooded... Ever more 
Fierce grew the storm. The river, raving, 
Did seethe and boil and fume and swell, 
And like a beast, for vengeance craving, 
Enraged, upon the city fell. 
All fled before it; streets were emptied; 
Canals rose high and overflowed; 
Swift torrents into basements flowed 
And cellars and, audacious, raided 
The homes and warerooms they invaded... 
The city, to the waist submerged, 
Like Triton from the floods emerged. 


A siege! An onslaught! Onward sweeping, 
The waves advance, like robbers creeping 
In through the windows broken by 
Boats flailed by wind... Where’er the eye 
Can reach, a host of things comes drifting: 
Logs, roofing, stalls, the wares of thrifty 
Tradesmen, a bridge and furniture, 
The prized belongings of the poor, 
Huts, coffins from a graveyard... 

Stricken 
By God’s unlooked-for, awful wrath, 
The people wait for certain death!... 
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On Peter’s square where, built but lately, 
A mansion stood, most rich and stately, 
Beside whose entrance lions two 

Rose lifelike, huge, their paws uplifted, 
Yevgeny, who had somehow drifted 

To this fine neighbourhood and who 
Was hatless, with his face the hue 
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Of death, immobile sat and quiet 
Astride a marble beast... The riot 
Of angry waves that raged below 
He noticed not; it was as though 
He did not see them upward rearing 
And avid, hungry, lick his heels, 
Nor hear the howling wind that, veering, 
Had snatched his hat away, nor feel 
The rain lash at his face... Despairing, 
He stared ahead where mountain-high 
The dreaded billows rose, ensnaring 
All in their path, where, shattered by 
The tempest, bits of wreckage floated... 
"Twas not his safety, be it noted, 
Our poor Yevgeny feared for—nay, 
Far from’t... There stood beside the bay 
A cottage by a willow shaded, 
A tiny place, behind a faded 
And crooked fence, and in it his 
Parasha and her widowed mother 
Lived all alone... 

Oh, God! Is this 
A dream or is our life another 
Of Heaven’s jests at man’s expense, 
A fantasy, a nothingness?... 
Like one bewitched and chained, a being 
Lost to the world, he sits there, seeing 
Naught but the water round him, and 
Is powerless to move or stand! 
And high above him, all undaunted 
By foaming stream and flooded shores, 
Deaf to the storm’s rebellious roars, 
With hand outstretched, the Idol, mounted 
On steed of bronze, majestic, soars. 


1833 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


YEVGENI BARATYNSKY 
(1800-1844) 


‘Poor is my gift, and quiet is my voice, 

But I am living, and upon this earth 
Somebody in my being must rejoice. 

Will my unknown descendant in my verse 
Discover it? Who knows. And it well may 
Transpire that his will commune with mine. 
And as I found a friend in my own day, 

A reader in posterity I'll find.” 


—(1828) YEVGENI BARATYNSKY 


“We longed, passionately, to see Pushkin—his poems 
had intoxicated us so—and at last we caught sight of him 
... at the Nobility Assembly. We were up in the gallery and 
below us, a fair-sized crowd. Suddenly, there was a 
peculiar sort of stirring in the midst of it. Two young men 
had come into the hall, one tall and blond and the other 
of middling height, a brunet with thick dark curls and 
sharp, expressive features. 

“Took down there,’ we were told, ‘the blond one is 
Baratynsky, the brunet, Pushkin.’ They came in side by 
side and the crowd parted before them.” 


—From the Recollections of 
Tatiana Passek, a cousin 
of Alexander Herzen. 


“Baratynsky ranks with the very best of our poets. 
Here in Russia he is original in that he thinks. He would 
be original anywhere for that matter, for his thinking 1s 
according to his own lights, correct and independent, 
while his emotions run strong and deep. The harmony of 
his verse, his fresh sense of the language, his lively and 
unerring way with words ought to impress any reader 
endowed with the minimum of taste and feeling... He has 
never made any craven effort to cater to prevailing tastes 
or the demands of fleeting fashion; he has never had 
recourse to fraud, to hyperbole for the sake of effect; he 
has never neglected the thankless and rarely detected 
pains put into achieving the finishing touch and absolute 
clarity, nor has he ever dogged at the heels or stooped for 
the crumbs cast by the lion of the hour; he has gone his 
own, singular and independent way.” 


—ALEXANDER PUSHKIN, 1830. 


SEPARATION 


We parted; for a spell life had been bliss, 

For a brief spell life lovely did appear. 

But from now on love’s words I shall not hear, 

Nor breathe love’s breath, nor taste love’s melting kiss. 
All had I once; of all I’m now bereft; 

My dream had just begun, and lo—'tis fled! 

No more’s the happy life that once I led; 

Woe and dismay is all that I have left. 


<1820> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


DISILLUSIONMENT 
Pray tempt me not—’tis futile, really — 
With tender passion’s late return. 


Seductions that the heart drew freely, 
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Now, disillusioned, it will spurn. 

Your protestations wound and grieve me: 
I doubt your words, I doubt your love. 
To dreams that once betrayed me, of 
Myself I cannot give, believe me. 

Let my blind anguish buried deep 
Within me stay. Refrain from raking 
The ashes of the past and waking 

The sick man from his fevered sleep! 
Sweetly I doze, and the intrusion 

Of past hopes shun and from them flee. 
Forget them!... Only pained confusion. 
Not love you will arouse in me. 


1821 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


TO DELVIG 


In vain we, Delvig, hope to find 
Sheer bliss in this existence; 

The gods refuse to share it with 
The children of Prometheus. 


The rash one dared to cheer mankind 
With fire that we had stolen; 

He snubbed the gods—dire punishment 
For sacrilege we suffered. 


Our sad lot is: for our set span 
To lead a life of sickness, 
To cherish Being’s malady 
And shun kind Death’s deliverance. 
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O blind slaves of relentless need, 
Slaves of a fate despotic! 

This chance life overpowers us 
With an earth-bound awareness. 


But our life sprang from fire divine, 
Our sky home we remember. 
Desiring joy eternally 
For heaven we are yearning!.. 


In vain! Long exile is our lot! 
Above us shines fair heaven, 

On this frail earth here needlessly 
Its splendid vault is resting... 


Beyond our reach! Like Tantalus 
Amid cool moisture thirsting, 

So we whose hearts blest heaven grasp 
For happiness are pining. 


1821 Translated by 
Peter Tempest 


TO KKK 


Exacting comrade, you are wrong, 

And wicked gossip is unjust; 

Though we are friends of fun and song, 
Our heads are not all fluff and dust. 
Caught up in passion’s willful daze, 

We followed neither rule nor creed; 
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The living fire of youthful days 

While we could breathe, we breathed indeed. 
We loved to live and feast in style, 
Loved jolly escapades and mirth 

And thanked our youth that for a while 
We could enjoy our days on earth. 

So, worshipping the best of gods— 
Bacchus and Venus—with delight 

We sang about our happy lot 

And heartily despised the wight 
Inclined to jealousy and spite. 

We sang our happy youthful day, 
Which as we sang flew fast away, 

And joy at times to thought gave way 
Among our revelries and play. 

In bosoms cloyed with bounteous feasts 
The thirst for entertainment ceased. 
Severe, amid carousals gay, 

Experience caught us one fine day. 
Our mistresses’, our sweethearts’ call, 
Their kisses—soon forgot was all, 

And, quelled by stern reality, 

Low drooped the wings of jollity. 

Since then no longer do we sing 

In praise of mindless fun and games, 
No more enjoy a random fling, 

But try to earn ourselves good names. 
And now, my friend, I put to you 

This problem: in your learned view, 
Was it ourselves who changed our ways, 
Or were we changed by passing days? 


<1832> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 
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THE WATERFALL 


Roar, hoary stream! Your voice I hail! 
Let it not die! Roar, stream, and surge! 
Let your unending thunder merge 
With the long echo of the vale. 


I hear beneath the whistling gale 

The creaking fir-trees swing and sway; 
The weather on this stormy day 

Is in accord with your wild wail. 


Why is it that in rapt suspense 

I listen to your mighty flow? 
Why does my bosom tremble so, 
With premonition deep, intense? 


I stand and gaze as if spellbound 
Into the vapour-filled abyss. 

It seems to me I do not miss 
The meaning of a single sound. 


Roar, hoary stream! Your voice J hail! 

Let it not die! Roar, stream, and surge! 
Let your unending thunder merge 

With the long echo of the vale! 


182] Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


THE KISS 


That kiss you gave me, soft and light, 
Pursues me in my fancy still. 
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Through noisy day, through quiet night 
I feel your touch, I feel its thrill! 


I fall asleep, my eyes I close 

And dream of you, and dream of bliss. 
Deceptive joy! —the sweet dream goes 
To leave but love and weariness. 


<1822> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


CONFESSION 


Feigned tenderness do not demand of me. 
My heart’s sad coldness I cannot conceal. 
Yes, you are right, the wondrous fire has ceased to be— 
The fire of love that once I used to feel. 
In vain I conjured up from memory 
Your dear, sweet image and my former dreams: 
All I remember dull and lifeless seems; 
The pledges that I gave have proved too much for me. 
No new love’s captive have I since become. 
Let causeless jealousy not trouble you; 
Long years of separation past have run; 
Changed by life’s storms, I am no more the man you knew. 
Your shadow in my bosom has grown dim, 
I summon it more seldom, with less ease; 
The fire of passion, weakened by degrees, 
Has gone out of itself my soul within. 
I’m wretched, for affection my heart yearns, 
But I will never love again, 
Never forget myself: our spirit truly burns 
But with first love, I own with pain. 
Sorrow I feel, but sorrow, too, will fly, 
Marking Fate’s total triumph over me. 
Who knows? Perhaps, like others, I 
Will find a mate unloved—for company, 
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And in considered marriage give my hand, 

And then in church beside her stand, 
Her, innocent and lost in dreams sublime, 

And call her mine. 

But do not envy us: ’twill be no promised land, 
Our love —no secret thought will we together share, 
No freedom will we give to passion’s spate: 

It will not be our souls that we join there, 

In church—only our lives, to share a common fate. 
Farewell! Long did we walk a single path; 

A new road I have chosen. Choose one, too. 
May reason soothe the fruitless sorrow in your heart; 
Let useless wrangling not begin between us two. 

Beyond our power are the lives we live, 

And in our wayward youthful years 

A hasty pledge we sometimes chance to give 
Which to all-seeing Fate inay ludicrous appear. 


1823 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


PERSUASION 


Nay, rumour has deceived you, dear: 

I breathe, I live for you alone. 

Your power over me, I swear, 

With time has not decreased, but grown. 
At other feet my flowers I laid, 

Yet in my heart your image bore; 

To other deities I prayed, 

Yet kept the fervent faith of yore. 


1824 
Translated by 
Dorian Rotienberg 


LIFE’S JOURNEY 


Equipping for life’s strident journey 

Its sons— madcaps like you and I, 

Of golden dreams benignant Fortune 
Provides a definite supply. 

Posthaste the years—careering coaches— 
Deliver us from stage to stage, 

And with those dreams we pay life’s fatal 
Fares from our youth to our old age. 


<1825> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


INSCRIPTION ON A PORTRAIT 


Look at these features—look how cold, 
How lifeless is this face! 


Yet passions that had raged of old 
Have left on it their trace. 


So, turned to ice, a torrent swift 
Hangs over dizzy steeps; 


And of its awesome voice bereft, 
The guise of motion keeps. 


<1826> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 
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TO *** 


Fear not the gall of condemnation, 
But the delicious balm of praise; 
Not once have bards by adulation 
Been brought to languish in malaise. 


When to its treachery succumbing, 
After the fashion of the hour 
You celebrate your Muse’s coming 
With dreary artificial flowers, 


Forgive me, sage, forgive me, teacher: 
Aloud I voice my wrath and grief 

And with reproach to you I gesture 
At what you lack—a Jaurel wreath. 


When straddled by a gallant horseman 
Pegasus stalls under his grip, 
"Tis no offence if for a lesson 
He’s tickled by a critic’s whip. 


<1827> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


STANCES 


The chains imposed on me by Fate 
Have fallen from my arms; again, 
Again your face I contemplate, 

My early love, my native plain! 
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O steppeland skies I’ve always blessed 
O steppeland air in midday haze, 

On you in breathless happiness 

At last I rest my homesick gaze. 


Yet sweeter still it is to see 

The grove which mid two hills appears, 
The house o’erhung by garden trees, 
The refuge of my infant years. 


Away it flew, that golden time! 

Since then I’ve roamed about the world, 
Roamed and observed the human tribe, 
Into despondence often hurled. 


A thirst for all that’s right and good 
By heavenly powers was given me. 
But was it shared —did it bear fruit, 
I cannot say with certainty. 


Brothers in mind I knew; young dreams 
Joined us together for a spell; 

Some languish at the earth’s extremes, 
Some in this world no longer dwell. 


Yours, yours, my native grove, am I! 
From cruel fortune fleeing home, 
To beg for shelter neath yout sky 
To you I come, but not alone. 


I bring under your sacred shade 
To beg with me your aid, your balm, 
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My youthful spouse, my faithful mate, 
A quiet infant in her arms. 


Ah, let me in this wilderness 
Conceal myself with my sweet wife, 
Forgetting parts where dire distress 
I knew, unhappiness and strife. 


Ah, let me in this refuge start 

In safety to forget men’s spite, 

And save my faith, and heal my heart 
In solitude, in love’s clear light! 


1827 : Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


Poor is my gift, and quiet is my voice, 

But [ am living, and upon this earth 

Somebody in my being must rejoice. 

Will my unknown descendant in my verse 
Discover it? Who knows. And it well may 
Transpire that his soul will commune with mine. 
And as I found a friend in my own day, 

A reader in posterity I'll find. 


1828 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 
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Wondrous towers in turbid weather 
From the fleeting clouds uprear. 

At the wind’s first touch, however, 
Without trace they disappear. 


So the momentary issues 

Of poetic phantasy 

Wither in the world’s pernicious 
Whirl and forthwith cease to be. 


<1829> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


LINES FOR AN ALBUM 


A graveyard album-sheets recall: 

A dwelling open unto all, 

Like it, they’re chequered with the names 
Of many who attention claim. 

Yes, human beings, bless their soul, 
Both here and there alike enscroll 
Their hope of living on for aye 
And mortal fear of Judgement Day. 
But I—I own most humbly here— 
Have neither hope nor mortal fear, 
And therefore on this sheet I write 
My name, remaining tranquil quite. 
I’m a philosopher, and wise: 

I know I’m nothing in your eyes. 


<1829> Translated by 
$5 Dorian Rottenberg 


In days of romance without limit, 

Of passions without curb or end, 

There lived in me a wanton spirit, 

My youth’s companion, guide and friend. 
The flame of my discordant raptures 

It fed and fanned, yet all despite, 

The light of harmony and beauty 

Within my heart of hearts burned bright. 
While only holiday elation 

That wanton spirit would possess, 

The bard’s proportionate creations 
Sparkled with measured loveliness. 


Now gusts of passion are subsiding, 
And passion’s hot, rebellious dream 
For me no longer overshadows 
Immortal Beauty’s law supreme. 
And the poetic universe's 

Grand edifice I can admire 

And wish to give my life the richness 
Of your sublime accord, O lyre! 


1831] Translated by 


See Dorian Rottenberg 
MR 


ON THE DEATH OF GOETHE 


When Death came by, the old man closed 
His eagle eyes serenely: 

All deeds and tasks our planet posed 
Had yielded to his genius! 

Don’t weep beside his grave or moan 

That worms will make his skull their home! 


He’s dead — who, living, pondered on 
All marvels of Creation; 
To all things did his heart respond 


eS ee 


That crave investigation; 
He ranged the world and found in it 
The bounds of thought are infinite. 


All fed his spirit: learned tomes, 
The works of gifted artists, 
The truths and tales of long ago, 
The hope of joys uncharted; 
And at his will he roamed in thought 
Through beggar’s cot and prince’s court. 


He lived at one with Nature, hence 
He knew what brooks related 
And forests whispered, he could sense 

How grasses vegetated; 
He read the starlit Universe 
And with the ocean wave conversed. 


He probed, explored the whole of man! 
And had the Lord restricted 

But to this life our fleeting span 
And nothing more existed 

Beyond the tomb, beyond our sight,— 

His grave would prove the Lord was right. 


And if there be a life beyond 
Then having thus embodied 
In thought profound and tuneful song 
His sum of earthly knowledge, 
He’ll fly to Heaven free, refreshed, 
With no earth dross to mar his rest. 


1832 Translated by 
Peter Tempest 
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The art of singing cures the ailing spirit. 
Mysteriously, the power of harmony 

Dispels the most disturbing of delusions 

And brings to heel wild passion’s mutiny. 

The singer’s soul, its measured chords outpouring, 
Is thus of all its misery relieved. 

So from the hands of poetry most holy 

Her subjects peace and purity receive. 


< 1834> Translated by 


3s Dorian Rottenberg 
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O Thought! Yours is the flower’s plight: 
While fresh, it lures the moth so light, 
The butterfly, the golden bee; 

To it the gnat with passion clings, 
The dragonfly its praises sings. 

But when its charms fade finally 

And all its petals wilted lie— 

Where are the bee, gnat, butterfly? 
Not one of them for it has need, 

All, all forget it at that hour. 
However, with its falling seed 

It gives birth to another flower. 


<1834> cage. Translated by 
, Dorian Rottenberg 


Ah Spring, sweet Spring! How pure the air! 
How clear the brilliant sky! 

Its lively blue, its lovely hue 
Dazzles and charms the eye. 
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O Spring, O Spring! Upon the wing 
Of breezes borne, on high, 
Caressed by golden sunshine, clouds 
Across the heavens fly. 


The streamlets sing, the streamlets shine, 
The river, roaring, bears 
Triumphantly upon its back 
The ice it splits and tears. 


Stull gaunt and naked are the trees, 
But frail leaves in the wood 

Smell sweet and rustle merrily 
And crisply underfoot. 


Soaring up to the very sun, 
There, in the radiant height, 

The lark begins its vernal hymn 
Resounding with delight. 


Ah, what has happened to my soul? 
With streams like streams it rings, 

With birds like birds in happy flight 
It soars on high and sings. 


So glad of springtime and the sun 
How can it ever be? 

Does it rejoice, as Nature’s child, 
At her festivity? 


What does it matter? Happy he 
Whon,, free of earthly cares, 

Its wondrous feast far, far away 
From thoughts oppressive bears! 


<1834> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 
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THE LAST POET 


Life’s iron laws hold sway over all humans, 

In every heart base selfishness resides. 

From hour to hour with the mundane and useful 
Men are more shamelessly preoccupied. 

Fast vanished in the light of education 

The childish fantasies of poetry. 

It is not they engage this generation 

Devoted to the cares of industry. 


To rejoice in new-found freedom 
Hellas has revived once more, 
Gathered into one its peoples 

And its capitals restored. 
Flourishing again is science, 

And the Pont its commerce plies, 
But the lyre keeps mournful silence 
In the Muses’ paradise! 


Bright shines the winter of the world fast-aging! 
In its cold glitter stern and pale man stands. 
Yet green are woods and hills, as green as ever 
The banks of rivers blue in Homer’s land. 
Parnassus blooms! Before it, just as erewhile, 
Live water pours from the Castalian spring. 
Unsought, the son of Nature’s failing powers, 

A poet rises and goes forth to sing. 


Of the charms of love and beauty 
Simple-heartedly he sings, 

Of the emptiness and vainness 
Which the age of science brings. 
Pain and suffering soon passes, 
Cured by indolence sublime; 

Life is sweeter without knowledge, 
Brief yet filled with joy divine. 


To all the worshippers of cold Urania 
He sings the blessings passion’s flame imparts; 
Like tempest-born Eolus to the ploughfields 
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Fertility it gives to human hearts, 

And fostered by its life-bestowing breath-gusts, 
Men’s fantasy revives under its warmth, 

Like lovely Aphrodite from the bottom 

Of restless-foaming Ocean once came forth. 


Wherefore do we not surrender 
To our blithe and happy dreams, 
Nor give up cold meditations 

On mundane, distasteful themes? 
Put your trust in the persuasion 
Of soft eyes alight with love 

And the joyful revelations 

Sent to mortals from above! 


Hard-hearted laughter reaches him in answer. 
His fingers on his soft-stringed lyre lie still. 

His lips he seals, for prophecies half-parted; 
Unbent is his proud head, unswerved his will. 
His thoughtful steps he turns to barren deserts, 
Towards the lifeless wilderness—in vain! 

No place is there on earth untouched by turmoil, 
No more secluded spots on earth remain. 


Unsubordinate to humans 

Its the wide blue sea alone, 
Free and vast are its expanses, 
Welcoming the spirit lone. 
And its face has never altered 
Since Apollo raised the sun 
Into the majestic heavens 
There to start its timeless run. 


It roars beneath the rocky steeps Leucadian 

On which the bard stands 1n rebellious thought, 
And of a sudden joy his face illumines: 

Great Sappho’s shadow to his mind is brought. 
Where Phaon’s lover buried once the ardour 

Of love rejected —here will bury he, 

Apollo’s pupil, his own gift unwanted, 

His dreams that brought him nought but misery. 
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But the world as ever wallows 

In its soulless luxury, 

Gilding, silvering its carcass 

To conceal its penury. 

Yet a strange, uncalled-for feeling 
Does the sea to man impart, 

So that from its noisy waters 

He retreats with troubled heart! 


<1835> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


STARS 


Which star is mine I know, I know 
And fill my glass 


With sparkling wine to overflow 
As in the past. 


At worldly spite, at evil fate 
I laugh in scorn; 


Towards the far-off Milky Way 
My soul is borne! 


But when her lips touch mine with love 
Why, then—ah me! — 

No need have I for stars above 
Nor in Ay! * 


<1839> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* Brand of French Champagne produced in the town of Ay.— Ed. 
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TO THE SAGE 


Vainly ’twixt turbulent life, o philosopher, and death’s cold 
slumber 
You endeavour to seek out a haven, naming it Peace and Repose; 
We, from nonenuty called by the restless voice of creation 
Life for excitement were given; life and excitement are one. 
He whom the cares of the crowd trouble little, his own kind 
of worry 
Always invents for himself: the palette, the chisel, 
the lyre. 
So, ignorant of the world, an infant, as if in prescience, 
. By its first cry will compel its cradle at once to be rocked. 


<1840> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* * * 


Thought, always thought! Poor architect of words, 
Thought’s worshipper! Oblivion’s not for you. 

With you forever are man and his world, 

And life, and death, and truth bared to the view. 
Brush, organ, chisel! Lucky they who yearn 

For these with sense alone, and reason spurn! 

Their hearts with joy at the world’s feast will burn. 

But before you, as ’fore a sword unsheathed, 

O Thought’s sharp beam, pale all who live and breathe. 


< 1840> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 
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NOVINSKOYE 


For A. S. Pushkin 


She smiled—and meant the bard thereby 
To be her voluntary prey. 

It was not love, though, in reply 

That lit his glance, but thought’s bright ray. 
It was the dream —light as a dove — 

Of wakening imagination 

Sent by Apollo not for love 

But for poetic inspiration. 


< 1826, 1841> 
Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


Prejudice! It is a splinter 

Of old truths. A temple falls, 
But the writing on its ruins 
Nothing known to us recalls. 


Its old face not recognising. 

Our harsh age drives out, in sooth, 
The decrepit ancient father 

Of contemporary truth. 


Spare its final days, descendant. 
Put a curb on your young zest! 
Better, when it dies, provide it 
With a grave’s untroubled rest. 


<1841> Translated by 
Dorian Rotienberg 
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COMPLAINT 


Bane of magnificent summer, troublesome insect, why do you 
Circling and torturing me, cling to my face or my hand? 
Who was it lent you that sting, with which you at will 


discontinue 


Powerful-pinioned thought, passionate love’s burning kiss? 
Out of a peaceable dreamer, a pampered, distilled European 
You make a Scythian wild, an enemy avid for death. 


Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


When your !ive voice, o mortal bard, 
Death at its highest notes shall stop, 
When in the prime of life cruel Fate 
Shall force you one fell day to drop— 


Who will the sunset of great years 
Touch to the bottom of the heart? 
Who with a grief-constricted breast 
Will mourn for you when you depart 


And visit your quiet grave that day 

And o’er the silenced Aonid, 

Sobbing, pay homage to your clay 

With heartfelt prayer, with tears unhid? 


No one! But canons to the bard 

Will issue from a spite-dispenser, 
Him who burns incense for the dead 
And smites the living with his censer. 


<1843> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


*x* * 


Heavens of Italy, heavens of Tasso, 

Ruins poetic of ancient Rome! 

Country of glory, romance and passion, 

Will I behold you, your plains will I roam? 

Hot yearns my spirit, full of impatience, 

For the proud remnants of downfallen Rome. 

I dream of those valleys and woods full of fragrance, 
The pillars of palaces long overgrown! 


< 1843> | Translated by 
RR ey Dorian Rottenberg 


I love you, goddesses of song, 

But your enthralling visitation — 

That sweetest thrill of inspiration— 
Means something surely must go wrong. 


The Muses’ love and Fortune’s hatred 

Are one. I’m silent and afraid 

These hands which with the lyre are mated 
May wake the deities unsated 

Who govern my unhappy fate. 


I tear away in anguished sorrow 

From the sweet Muse so kind to me 
And say: O loved sounds, tll tomorrow! 
And may today pass tranquilly... 


<1844> Translated by 
Or a Dorian Rottenberg 


When, fosterling of passion, doubt and strife, 
The poet with a deep glance looked at you, 
You chose to share his sad and troubled life; 
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You loved in him his melancholy, too. 

You, meek yet brave, under love's potent spell 
Descended at my side into my hell 

In which your wondrous love saw paradise. 
How oft to you, o holy one, in pain 

I pressed my rebel head and thus regained 
My faith both in myself and in the skies! 


1844 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 
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PYROSCAPH 


In unrestrained and awesome greeting 
The waves against our ship are beating. 
The captain’s at the stern. He blows 

His whistle. Sail, now fraternising 

With steam, before the wind goes flying: 
The sea a loud sigh heaves, and foams. 


We race along. The mighty paddle 

Dark water churns, the blue deep straddles. 
Our sail fills. Land is out of sight. 

Just waves. Of home nothing reminds us 
Except the seagull that behind us 

Between the sky and sea glows white... 


Except the distant ocean-dweller 
Who has the seagull for a fellow, 
Unfolding a great winglike sail, 

Its battle with the storm not stopping, 
A fisherman’s small boat is tossing,— 
The coast has vanished far away! 


So many lands I left behind me; 

So many false joys have beguiled me 
And many true ills made me mope; 
I had resolved a host of issues 
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Before the Marseilles seamen swiftly 
Hauled up the anchor—sign of hope! 


Since childhood I have been attracted 
To these, the water god’s free pastures. 
How eagerly I sought the sea! 

My secret passion now rewarding, 

To me no mal de mer according, 

Good health the waves bestow on me! 


Whether land’s near or far, I heed not. 
With a new-found delight I'll greet it. 
Thetis I view: she’s picked for me 

A fair lot from her urn of azure: 
Tomorrow I'll see Leghorn’s castles, 
Elysium on earth I'll see. 


1844 Translated by 
Peter Tempest 
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MIKHAIL LERMONTOV 
(1814-1841) 


“In Lermontov’s first lyric works, in those, of course, 
where he ts especially Russian and especially contempo- 
rary, we find the same excess of indomitable spiritual 
cnergy, the same overly heroic force of expression, but 
we no longer find hope. The reader is overcome by the 
vrininess, the utter lack of faith in life and human feeling, 
despite the poet's thirst for life and surfeit of emotion... 
Nowhere do we find Pushkin’s exhilarated partaking of 
the feast of life: instead, every step of the way brings 
questions to dull the soul and chill the heart... ‘To be sure, 
Lermontov belongs to an entirely new poctic era, and his 
poetry is an entirely new link in the chain of our society's 
historical development.” 


— VISSARION BELINSKI, The Poetry of M. Lermontov. 


“The emotional impact of Lermontov’s verse lies in the 
moral questions it raises concerning the individual, his 
fate and his rights.” 


— VISSARION BELINSKI, News from the World of Books 
and Journalism. 


“Now there’s an untimely, death to be regretted! The 
strength that man had! What he couldn’t have done with 
it! He was a man of power from the very outset. There's 
no pleasantry in him,” said ‘Tolstoy, “there's nothing to 
writing pleasantries whereas his every word was that of a 
nan of power.” 


— lev Tolstoy as His Contemporaries Remember Him. 


“T know of no better language than that to be found in 
Lermontov.” 


ANTON CHEKHOV. 
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THE BEGGAR 


Beside a church gate stood an old 

And shrivelled man and vainly pleaded 
For alms. Half-dead with hunger, cold 
And thirst he was, but stayed unheeded. 


All that he wanted was some bread, 
Despair was in his eyes and anguish... 
But no—a stone was pressed instead 
Into his hand... So did I languish 


For love of you and tearfully 

Beg for your love, full of sick yearning, 
But, my entreaties coldly spurning, 
Both my love you betrayed and me. 


1830 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE WISH 


O wherefore am I not a bird? Why am I 
Not a raven that sails in the sky? 
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Why cannot I soar o’er the earth and the sea? 
Why am I not a raven and free? 


Away, far away to the west I would fly, 
Where the lands of my ancestors lie, 

Where hills veiled by mist hide their castle of stone 
And their bones rest forgot and unknown. 


A sword and a shield in that castle they rust, 
Grey with age are they both and with dust. 

A bird, to the wall where they hang I would cling 
And the dust brush away with my wing. 


There stands an old harp in the great. empty hall; 
Still and silent it stands by the wall. 

That old Scottish harp I would touch with my wing 
And ’twould waken—’twould waken and sing. 


Away, futile dreams! Futile longings, away! 
From my homeland I’m parted for aye. 
*Twixt me and my homeland there lie stormy seas, 
And unmoved fate remains by my pleas. 


Born here, mid the snows, from my kinsmen apart, 
To these plains I’m a stranger at heart. 

The son of a great warring clan, why am I 
Not a raven that sails in the sky? 


183] Translated by 
a Irina Zheleznova 


THE ANGEL 


One midnight an angel flew over the sky, 
With a song on his lips he did fly, 

And a bevy of clouds, the bright moon and the stars 
Listened rapt to his song from afar. 


Of the sinless he sang that in paradise dwell, 
Of the bliss that is theirs he did tell, 
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Of the glory of God sang he too, and sincere, 
True and simple his praises they were. 


In his arms a babe’s soul held he, bearing it to 
This dark world where, alas, joys are few, 

And the sound of his song, its celestial strains 
With that young soul did wordless remain. 


Long it languished on earth, full of dreams and desires, 
With the sounds born of Heaven afire, 

And the dull songs of carth, though the air they did fill, 
These rare, heavenly sounds could not still. 


1831 Translated by 
- Irina Zheleznova 


The chains of mountains blue I love, 
When, like a meteor, above 

Their tops the moon appears, a bright 
Yet lightless disc, red-hued, of night 
And of the bard’s best thoughts the queen, 
A gem that crowns the skies, its sheen 
Such that their pride in it 1s to 

An earthly tsar’s akin... A few 

Of twilight’s lingering rays are slow 

To leave the dusky dome; their glow 
The ribs of clouds enlivens still... 

Yet go they must, and do... A chill, 
White-visaged crescent floats on high... 
Two woolpacks scud across the sky 

And towards it glide... Around it they 
Will band, and frame its face in grey... 
Thin, gauzy wisps of dark-edged cloud — 
No richer veil is it allowed. 

Amid the hills, in steppeland lone — 
Such nights as these who has not known? 
Once, to the empty stillness wed, 
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With just such moonlight overhead, 

On horseback o’er the vastness blue 

Of vales, free as the wind I flew. 

Upon my horse’s back and mane 

The shadowed crescent sent a rain 

Of silvered spangles... As we two 

Swept on, each breath my charger drew 
Seemed to be mine; I felt him pound 
The springy and unyielding ground, 

I felt its answering upward thrust... 
Transported, rapt, in him my trust 

I put, and did no more restrain 

His movements, curbing mine that gain 
We might a unity and be 

As one... Hours passed, and onward we 
Stull sped... I glanced about me: lo! — 
The moon upon the steppe its glow 
Shed as before, and yet at me 

It seemed to stare reproachfully, 

For I, a man, o’er these steppes mute 
Its reign had brazen dared dispute! 


1832 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


TO KKK 


I will not play the suitor’s part, 
Henceforth your smiles have no more power 
Nor yet your frowns to move my heart. 
Know! We are strangers from this hour. 
You have forgotten, it appears— 

My freedom I'll not sacrifice 

To error: as it is—two years 

And more I’ve wasted on your eyes 

And smile, and, as it is, too long 

Have all my youthful hopes been vested 
In you! That love might wax more strong 
The whole world else have I detested. 
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Who knows! Perhaps the moments squandered 
At your feet served but to estrange 

Me from the Muse. And what, I wonder, 
Did you e’er give me in exchange? 

If maybe, in high thought immersed, 
My spirit powered in poetry, 

I might have written wondrous verse 
And so gained immortality? 

Why did you promise tenderly 

A crown more coveted than fame? 

Why and, oh why, could you not be 

At first as you at last became! 

I will not plead! Love whom you will, 
Or dream of love upon you laved! 
There’s nothing on fhis earth can kill 
My pride or hold me still enslaved. 

To far-off mountains, southern skies, 
I’ll make my way, perhaps, and yet 

Too close between us are the ties 

That we should easily forget. 

From now on I shall take my pleasure 
Wherever hearts are to be won. 

Pll laugh with all—but I shall never 
Weep any more with anyone. 

And so I should not love the sex, 

As I have loved, I'll love and leave them. 
How should I womankind respect 
When even an angel proves deceiving? 
I would have death.or torment dared 
Or—madman!—taken up my stand 
Against the world in arms—to share 
The pressure of your youthful hand! 
My soul I gave without reserve, 
Knowing no perfidy, most true. 

Did you of that soul know the worth? — 
You knew. But I did not know you. 


1832 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 
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Not Byron—another am I! Like he, 
The chosen one from homeland driven, 
But nameless wanderer, and given 

A Russian soul by destiny. 

Pil earlier end, I earlier started, 

“Tis little Pil attain... In my 

Heart buried, as in some uncharted 
Part of the sea, hopes broken lie. 

Who can your secrets probe, © clouded 
Deep, and the thought that in me dwells 
Reveal, and leave it no more shrouded? — 
I ... or the Lord, and no one elsc'.. 


1832 , Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE SAIL 


A lone white sail shows for an instant 
Where gleams the sea, an azure streak. 
What left it in its homeland distant? 

In alien parts what does it seek? 


The billows play, the mast bends, creaking, 
The wind impatient moans and sighs... 

It is not joy that it is seeking, 

Nor is it happiness it flies. 


The blue waves dance, they dance and tremble, 
The sun’s bright rays caress the seas. 

And yet for storm it begs, the rebel, 

As if in storm lurked calm and peace!.. 


1832 Translated by 
pg. Irina Zheleznova 


THE MERMAID 
l 


A young mermaid once swam and plashed in a stream 
That was lit by a full moon’s bright beam, 

And she struck at the waves, for she wanted to send 
The white foam to the moon overhead. 
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And the stream leapt and danced and rushed noisily on, 
And the clouds tn its depths whirled and spun. 

And the mermaid she sang, and her song echoed o’er 
The blue water and high, rocky shore. 


3 

Sang the mermaid: “Deep down, hid from everyone’s sight, 

There are flashes of colour and light, 

Crystal cities that give off a magical glow, 
Golden fishes that flit to and fro. 
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“On bright pillows of sand, in the stream’s cool embrace, 
With the sea grasses shading his face, 

Sleeps a knight, of the jealous blue waters the prey, 
Sleeps a knight from a land faraway. 
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‘And my sisters and I, when we tire of our play, 
By the side of the knight like to stay, 

And we comb his silk locks with a gold comb, and his 
Ashen brow and pale lips gently kiss. 


6 


“But the knight never stirs and, I cannot tell why, 
To our kisses he does not reply. 

Cold and still lies he there, by a deep slumber bound, 
And no murmur escapes him, no sound.” 
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So the mermaid she sang, filled with sadness and pain, 
With a sorrow she could not explain, 
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And the stream leapt and danced and rushed noisily on, 
And the clouds in its depths whirled and spun. 


1832 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


DEATH OF THE POET 


The Poet’s dead! —in bond of honour— 
He fell, by rumour vilified, 

By lead struck down, for vengeance longing, 
His proud head drooping as he died!.. 
His soul, by petty insult goaded, 

To breaking-point with pain was filled, 
Against the world’s views he revolted 
Alone, as ever... And he’s killed! 

He’s killed!.. All sobbing now is useless 
And vain are hymns of hollow praise, 
The murmuring of lame excuses! 

Upon the will of Fate we gaze! 

Was it not you first persecuted 

So cruelly his bold, free gift? 

Provoking for your own amusement 

A dormant flame to anger swift? 

Well then, rejoice!..—the final anguish 
He could not bear: so witness now 

His torch of genius extinguished, 

The laurels wilting on his brow. 


The poet’s murderer serenely 

Took steady aim ... he never missed: 
The pulse of his chill heart was even, 
The pistol shook not tn his fist. 

Small wonder ... for this fortune-hunter, 
Like scores of other runaways, 

Had left his country faraway 

And ended up by chance among us; 

He mocked with brazen arrogance 
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Our foreign ways, our tongue despising: 
He did not spare what we were prizing; 
He drew this blood not realising 

What he had raised his hand against!.. 


He’s killed —and in the grave departed 

Just like that bard, unknown but gentle-hearted, 
Of blind-eyed jealousy the prey, 

Of whom he sang with such poetic ardour 

And whom a ruthless hand did similarly slay. 


Why had he left kind friends and peaceful meditating 

To move into a world of envy suffocating 

For one whose heart loved freedom and with passion blazed? 
Why had he grasped the hand of base caluimniators 

And credence given to deceiving similes and phrases, 

He who from vouth men truthfully appraised. 


And from his noble brow they took his former garland 

And made hin wear a crown of thorns in laurels 
wrapped: 

The hidden thorns which malice hardened 

Stung cruelly the forehead they had trapped; 

His final minutes were embittered by the venom 

Of taunts and whispers spread by many a jeering fool, 

And so he died —with idle thoughts of vengeance 

And mortified by broken hopes and ridicule. 


Hushed are his melodies endearing, 
Such music shall no more arise: 

The bard’s abode is cramped and dreary, 
Upon his lips a seal now lies. 


But you, the arrogant descendants 

Ot fathers for their churlish villainy renowned, 

You who with servile heel trod undertoot the remnants 

Of noble families upon whorn Fortune frowned! 

You who surround the throne im caver droves. vou 
vandals 

Who would have Frecdoin, Genius and Glory hung! 

You cloak your wickedness in legal mantle, 

Before vou truth and justice hold their tongue... 
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But there’s God’s judgement, too, you minions of 
corruption! 

A judgement dread awaits 

That is not swayed by gold’s injunction 

And every deed and thought of yours anticipates. 

Upon that judgement day in vain‘shall you endeavour 

To save your skins by slinging mud, 

All your black blood can’t wash away nor shall it ever 

Redeem the Poet’s righteous blood! 


1837 Translated by 
Peter Tempest 


A BRANCH OF PALESTINE 


Come, tell me, speak— where bloomed, where grew you, 
O branch of Palestine? What hill 

Or warm and fertile valley knew you 

And, loving it, remember still? 


Was it on Jordan’s shore that lightly 
The East caressed you with its ray? 
Was it in Lebanon the nightly 

Wind tore at you and made you sway? 


Was't in Jerusalem that, making 

Of your green leaves a humble mat, 
Its sons sang songs, the echoes waking, 
Or prayed as o’er their work they sat? 


Your palm—is it sull green, still living 
Beneath that blazing, burning sky, 
Sull luring with its shadow-giving, 

Its wide-leafed crown the passer-by? 
Or did it, filled like you with yearning, 
In parting sicken day by day, 

The greedy desert dust fast turning 
Its yellowed leaves a dirty grey? 


Whose pious hand—come, tell me—bore you 
To this remote and distant place? 
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Who was it wept and sorrowed o’er you? 
Of whose tears wear you still the trace? 


Or was his face unclouded? Served he 
In God’s own host? Perhaps, like you, 
The love of Heaven well deserved he 

And was beloved of mankind too? 


O branch of Palestine, O lowly 

But sacred branch, preserved with care, 
Guard keep you lone o’er relic holy 
Before a golden icon rare. 


Dusk and its hazy shades surround you... 
A cross... A lamp’s dim-light... All 1s 
Tranquility and calm around you, 
Eternal joy, eternal peace. 


1837 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


THE CAPTIVE 


Break my chains and ope my dungeon, 
Let me see the light of day; 

Call you nigh a dark-eyed maiden 

And a black-maned steed, I pray. 

First I'll kiss the young maid sweetly, 
Then upon the steed’s back fleetly 
Spring, and with a shout and cry, 
Cross the green steppe wind-like fly. 


Dark my prison is and sombre, 
And the door is locked and barred. 
Sad the maid sits in her chamber, 
From the one who loves her far; 
And my good steed ’thout a bridle 
In the green field wanders idle 
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Or, up dale and then down hill, 
Head held high, trots at his will. 


All alone am I, and trying 

Is my lot: on bare stone walls 

From a smoke-stained lamp a dying, 
Cheerless ray, uncertain falls; 

While behind the door the faceless 
Sentry walks, his measured paces, 
That no warmth or comfort bring, 
In the silence echoing. 


1837 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 
Bei 
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When comes a gentle breeze and sways the yellowing meadow, 
And, startled by its sigh, the green woods stir and hum; 
When, in a garden nook, a young leaf’s dulcet shadow 

From summer's greedy ray conceals a blushing pluin; 


When, sprayed by perfumed dewdrops, of a chilly, 
Rose-tinted, dreamy night or after dawn, at me 
From ‘neath an emerald bush the tender lily 

Its tiny, silver head nods cheerily; 


When plays an icy spring and o’er the gully dances, 
And I can feel my thought to hazy dreams succumb 
Born of its soft-voiced babbling, when romances 
It spins of peaceful lands whence it has come — 


Then does my lined brow clear; the lingering sadness 
That fills my troubled heart leaves it at long last free; 
Above me, in the skies, God do I see; 

On earth, know rich, rewarding gladness. 


1837 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


* *K * 


‘Though we have parted, on my breast 
Your likeness as of old I wear. 

It brings my spirit joy and rest, 

Pale phantom of a happier year. 

To other passions now I thrill, 

Yet cannot leave this love of mine. 

A cast-down idol— god-like still, 

A shrine abandoned — yet a shrine... 


1837 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


As haste I northward, and the alien 
South far behind me leave, to you 

I bow, Kazbek, the East’s unfailing, 
Its patient sentinel and true. 


There sits a snowy turban proudly 

Upon your wrinkled brow and creased. 
Man’s lordly voice, though echoed loudly, 
Cannot disturb your solemn peace. 


But let your rocks eternal carry 

My anxious heart’s hushed prayer and lone 
To heaven’s lofty realms and starry 

And Allah’s ever shining throne. 


I pray that in the waste where rises 
A dust storm, and I plod, I may 

A stone to sit on find, and breezes 
That coolness bring, that as our way 


We make across Daryal, forsaken 
By all save wind, and onward press, 
My horse and I be not o’ertaken 

By storm in clanging battle dress. 
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I pray—but no, I’m speechless rendered, 
My heart fills with a dark unease... 

What if, what if by none remembered 

In his far land the exile 1s? 


Will love’s.embrace and welcome greet me 
With all the warmth of bygone days? 

My friends and brothers—will they meet me? 
Will they the martyr recognise? 


Will thus ’twill be, O fate, or is it 
God’s wish that I the graves of my 
Youth’s truest, noblest comrades visit 
And tread their dust?.. If so, deny 


My last plea not, Kazbek! By passion 
Moved, o’er me cast a pall of snow 
And let the wind without compassion 
My homeless dust across you blow. 


1837 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE DAGGER 


I like you well, O trusty dagger mine, 

My comrade wrought of cool Damascus steel! 

Forged were you by the Georgian with revenge in mind, 
By the Circassian free, for war were you made keen. 


A lily-white hand it was gave you to me— 

You were affection’s keepsake, its last gift... 

Not blood, but pearl-like tears born of the agony 
Of bitter parting down your blade ran swift. 


Her dark eyes rested, full of secret pain, 

Of sadness and of mystery, upon 

My face, and like you when your're lit by flickering flame, 
Now clouded and turned dull, now glowed and shone. 
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O dagger, love’s mute pledge, you will my true 
Friend stay, and an example set to me, a wanderer: 
For faithful, yes, and firm of soul like you 

I'll be —like you that tempered were by fire. 


1838 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
eae 
“fe 
MEDITATION 


With deep distress I contemplate our generation; 
Its future stretches on to darkness, emptiness. 
Knowing too much, lost in equivocation, 
It grows towards old age in idleness. 
For we are rich, from infancy or almost, 
In all our fathers’ faults, their hindsight and their wit, 
And life, like a smooth road without a goal, has dulled us 
Like guests who at an alien banquet sit. 
To good and evil shamefully indiff’rent 
We wilt yet in the slips, before the lances’ shock... 
In danger’s face—we offer no resistance, 
Cowed by authority, a servile flock. 
So some poor fruit, too early come to ripeness, 
Void of delight—for palate as for eye, 
Might dangle waif-like midst Spring blossoms’ brightness, 
Aware—even as they bloom—that it must die! 


Our brain is all dried up by arid learning, 
And jealously from our best friends we hide 
Our dearest hopes and even the noble burning 
Of passions which our sceptic minds deride. 
Our lips have scarcely touched the cup of pleasure, 
Yet by this caution we’ve not saved our strength; 
Fearing excess, we have drawn off a measure 
From every joy—and left all flat at length. 


Great works of art and high, poetic dreaming 
Wake in our minds no sweet, responsive thrill 
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And avidly we hoard the dregs of feeling, 

A miser’s wasted talent— buried still. 

And casual all alike our loves and hatreds, 

We make no sacrifice to love or ire. 

The coldness in our souls holds nothing sacred, 
Yet in our blood seethes fire. 

Bored by our ancestors’ delights uproarious, 

Their conscientious, childish revelry, 

We, hastening joyless on to graves inglorious, 
Look back in irony... 


A sullen multitude not long remembered, 

We'll flit earth’s face and leave no mark, 

No seed of fruitful thought have we engendered, 
No work of genius, no living spark 

To light the ages for our heirs and citizens to come... 

Who will dismiss us with a scornful epitaph 

As, seeing his heritage despoiled, a son 
Writes off his bankrupt father—with a laugh. 


1838 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


THE POET 


My dagger gleams with tracery of gold, 
The blade is trusty, flawless; 

Its steel is tempered by some craft of old,— 
Some eastern secret lawless. 


For many years a mountain tribesmah’s slave, 
His every wish fulfilling, 

To many an armed breast a fearful wound it gave 
And claimed no wage for killing. 


Faithful companion of its master’s mirth, 
At insults clinking baneful, 

In those far days this rich, enchaséd sheath 
Had irksome seemed and shameful. 
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Beyond the Terek a bold Cossack took 
It from its master’s body. 

Then in a pedlar’s pack it lay forsook 
Amongst his treasures shoddy. 


Lost now that scabbard, battle-scarred and bent 
Which cradled it victorious; 

Upon my wall it gleams, a golden ornament, 

Alas—now harmless and inglorious! 

No one to clean it now, no practised fingers drawn 
Caressingly along the edges, 

No lips repeat the inscribed prayers each dawn, 
The ancient zealous pledges... 


In our tame age, ah poet, think how you 
Have lost significance... 

Exchanged for gold that power which hitherto 
Commanded reverence! 


Your measured words set warriors’ hearts afire 
As battle trumpets’ blare, 

Made drunk like wine, and even might aspire 

To rise like incense at the hour of prayer. 


Your verses, like the Spirit, hovered free, 
The echo of great thoughts to catch and tell; 
At times of triumph or calamity 
Your voice would ring forth like the Veche bell. 


Yet now your ancient mode, so simple and so proud, 
We quit for gayer trappings 

And, like an ageing belle, our ageing muse would 

shroud 

Her ugliness in paint and gauzy wrappings. 

Ah, poor, mocked prophet ... will you never wake, 
Nor ever now, to avenge these insults bent, 

Pluck from its gilded sheath the dagger’s blade 
Now rusted by contempt? 


1838 Translated by 
28 Avril Pyman 


TRUST NOT YOURSELF 


Que nous font apres tout les vulgaires abois 

De tous ces charlatans qui donnent la voix, 

Les marchands de pathos et les faiseurs d’emphase 
Et tous les baladins qui dansent sur la phrase? 


A. Barbier 


Trust not vourself, voung dreamer! Like a canker fear 
The child of fancy, inspiration... 

Of vour sick soul is it the nightmare shape and weird, 
Of vour chained thought the stark creation. 

Think not that of the gods | it is a sacred gift: 
"Tis blood, ’tis strength, ’tis young emotion! 

Expend vour life on care: the poisoned tankard lift 
And cast away the heady potion! 


Should vou in some enchanted hour and promising, 
Your ecstasy and wonder growing, 
Find hid within vourself an undiscovered spring, 
A magic source of sound sweet-flowing,— 
Surrender not yourself to it; may it unheard 
Remain like so much empty dreaming. 
You'll not with measured verse and stiff and icy word, 
Howe’er you strive, convey its meaning. 


Should, deep into your soul, dark melancholy creep, 
Should fierce and stormy passion claim it, 
Far from men’s sumptuous feasts, their noisy revels keep 
Your mate—vour frenzied Muse and tameless, 
Do not demean yourself; trade not in anguish or 
In ire, and, pray the never-healing 
Wounds that erode your soul do not display before 
A heartless rabble and unfeeling. 


What 1s’t to us, in truth, if suffered you or not? 
Why need we share your fears and yearnings, 

The foolish hopes of years long gone and long forgot, 
Remorseful reason’s qualms and stirrings? 

Look vonder! Look, I beg!— Along a well-trod way 
The common herd untroubled hastens; 
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How smug, how pleased they look, how little care display! 
See?—— No tears mar their placid faces. 


Yet there’s not one among them who has not by dark 
And threatful fate been cruelly punished, 
And, his brow lined by grief, approached life’s half-way mark 
"Thout crime or tragic loss and anguish!.. 
They scoff at your abuse and at your tearful plaint, 
More studied than it is impassioned. 
You're a tragedian who daubs his face with paint 
And waves a sword of cardboard fashioned. 


1839 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


THREE PALMS 
A TALE OF THE EAST 


Three palms proudly grew in Arabia fair... 

Beneath them, on soil that was arid and bare, 

A spring bubbled up and went gurgling and playing, 
No fear of the winds or the sandstorms betraying. 
The leaves of the palms gave it coolness and shade, 
And safe from the blaze in their shelter it stayed. 


Years passed, but no wanderer, roaming these lands, 
Discovered the spring in the midst of the sands, 

None knelt here, none refuge and sustenance sought here, 
None thirstily drank of the life-giving water... 

Years passed, and, exposed to the merciless sky, 

The lush bower of leaves started slowly to dry. 


‘How harsh is our fate!” said the palms with a sigh. 
‘‘Alas!Fo be born but to wilt here and die. 

In vain did we flower—for what good did ic bring us? 
In vain did we let sun and wind burn and sting us. 
Our life has been futile, no man have we served... 
Unjust is thy wrath, Lord, and little deserved!” 
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They spoke, and at once, in the distance —behold! — 
There rose clouds of dust of the colour of gold. 

A jangling of bells rent the air, and a ringing, 

And rug-covered packs, bright and many-hued bringing, 
Like so many ships, with the seas safely spanned, 

Of camels a train toward them ploughed through the sand. 


And fast to the humps of the animals strung, 

The sun-faded tents of the nomad folk hung, 

A flashing dark eye peeping out through the flowing 
And billowing folds, or a slender hand showing. 
And, bent o’er the pommel, the desert’s own son, 

A slim-waisted Arab, his horse goaded on. 


The horse neighed and reared, and then, neighing anew, 
Pranced round, like an ounce by an arrow pierced through, 
The horseman’s white robes as he sat on the leaping 

And whinnying steed, o’er its sable flanks sweeping 

And flying behind him when, spinning about, 

He flung up his lance with a whistle and a shout. 


The nomads drew near; ‘neath the palms camp was made, 
And laughter and talk rent the calm. In the shade, 

Jugs, parched by the sunshine, with water stood filling 
That welled out the spring, gently humming and trilling. 
The palms bowed and nodded and waved to their guests, 
And gravely they offered them welcome and rest. 


But dusk brought of axes the sharp, cruel sound, 

And down came the lords of the sands to the ground. 
Ripped off were their cloaks, torn to pieces and scattered, 
Chopped up were their mighty old bodies and shattered, 
And later, when night, cool and shadowy came, 

Fed slowly to avid and hungering flame. 


At dawn, as the mist westward sped and away, 

The caravan, rising, set off on its way, 

And there, on the ground, left abandoned behind it, 
Of ash lay a heap... For the sun rays to find it 

Took minutes: they burnt it, and burnt it again, 

And wind strewed the thin, greyish dust o’er the plain. 


To-day, all 1s wild here and empty and bleak... 
Leaves, once never still, to the spring no more speak, 
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And vainly to God in its helplessness turning, 

For shade does it beg —o’er it, white-hot and burning, 
Whip sands, while nearby, in the bright glare of day 
A brown tufted kite silent claws at its prey. 


1839 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


A PRAYER 


When sadness fills my heart, when care 
And grief upon it weigh, 

There is a prayer, a lovely prayer, 
That to myself I say. 


A sacred strength its short words few 
Contain, they banish grief; 

Their sound breathes beauty and brings to 
The soul a strange relief. 


The crushing burden lifts, and I 
Feel doubt steal from me far. 
I’ve faith again, I weep, I sigh, 
And oh, how light my heart!.. 


1839 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


GIFTS OF THE TEREK 


Chained by rock, the wildly leaping, 
Maddened Terek waxes fierce. 

Like a storm he howls, and, weeping, 
Sprays the cliffs with angry tears. 
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But he slows, the steppeland reaching, 
And to calm his waters seeks. 

To the sea in half beseeching, 

Warm and friendly tones he speaks: 


“Give my waters refuge, ancient, 
Give them shelter, Caspian Sea, 

Long enough have they impatient 
Roamed the hills, it seems to me. 
Sired by peaks Caucasian soaring, 

By the clouds above them fed, 

They dispute man’s rule, and, roaring, 
Rush impetuous ahead. 

They have robbed Daryal of treasure, 
Herds of boulders, free of fear, 

For your sons’ delight and pleasure 
Driving off year after year.” 


But the Caspian Sea lies sleeping 
By the shore and does not hear, 
And the Terek, nearer creeping, 
Murmurs softly in his ear: 

‘“Here’s a gift, a rich one, for you— 
A Kabardian who fell 

On a battlefield. Before you 

He is lying, cold and still. 

Precious is his mail of iron; 

On his elbow guards—behold! — 
Lines from the Koran incised are 
In fine lettering of gold. 

Dead, he wears a look unbending, 
Almost grim. Of blood a trace 
Stains his lip, a something lending 
Darkly noble to his face. 

On it enmity is graven, 

And ’tis mirrored in his stare, 
Round his neck there steals a raven 
Lock of wet and matted hair.” 


But the Caspian Sea is pensive 
And to answer does not deign, 
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And the Terek, apprehensive, 
Stirs and then he speaks again. 


“Look, O sea, I have another 

Gift to offer—take it, pray. 

From the world, my friend and brother, 
I have kept it hid away. 

"Tis a Cossack maid, a daughter 

Of the steppes. Long has she been 
Cradled by my friendly waters, 

Long no man the maid has seen. 

Fair is she, her hair a gleaming 

Mass of gold, and seems at rest, 

With the blood still thinly streaming 
From the wound that mars her breast. 
On the shore, come night, come morning, 
Crowd her people, young and old. 

All save one her death are mourning, 
All save one young Cossack bold. 

The Chechéns he battles, smiting 

Right and left, his sword held high, 

In the hills he is and fighting, 

And ’tis fighting he will die.” 


Low the Terek’s voice is growing 
As the sandy shore he laves. 

A maid’s head with tresses flowing 
Bobs upon the cool, clear waves. 
And the sea, full of a chilling, 
Deadly might, by passion torn, 
Wakes at last, his blue eyes filling 
With the tears of passion born. 
Swept by sudden joy and rapture, 
With love’s gentlest whisper, he 
Folds the waters he has captured 
To his bosom tenderly. 


1839 Transiated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


January 1 


How frequently amidst the many-coloured crowd... 
When, to the stainp of feet and whirl of music loud, 
As in a dream before my mind arises, 
Drowned by the barbarous hum of commonplace remarks, 
And thronged about by heartless faces— masks 
Conventional, secure, void of surprises; 


When city beauties, bold and all cool unconcern 

Touch my cold hands with hands that long-since ceased to burn 
Or tremble at another’s pressing... 

Apparently absorbed in these bright vanities, 

I seem to hear far off the sacred melodies 
Of bygone years my soul caressing. 


And if for but one moment I can lose 
Myself in memories—then, as I choose 
A free, free bird back to the past I fly; 
And see myself a child; and all around 
The places that I love: my own home ground, 
The stately manor tall against the sky; 


The garden with its broken greenhouse and 

The green-slimed, sleepy water; then, beyond, 
The rising mist and village chimneys smoking. 

I enter the dark avenue, and there 

The evening light slants through the boughs to where 
The yellow leaves stir at soft steps approaching. 


Already my poor heart is thrilled with a strange awe: 
She comes into my thought, I weep and I adore, 
Adore the creature of my dreaming, 
Whose eyes are brimming full of azure flame, 
Whose smile is rosy as the day which came 
At dawn behind the grove first gleaming. 


And so, all-powerful in a kingdom of my own 
Hour after hour I would sit alone... 

And like an island green and chaste 
The memory lives on amidst the stormy seas 
Of doubts and passions ... a sweet isle of ease 
Amidst an elemental waste. 
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And when recalled to self, delusion recognised, 
My uninvited dream, by worldly din surprised, 

Is startled like a hart from my safe-keeping: — 
Then how I long to shame their thoughtless gaiety here, 
To cast full in their teeth verse like an iron-forged spear... 
The bitter point in gall and malice steeping. 


1840 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


I’M LONELY AND SAD 


I’m lonely and sad, and in moments of bitterest pain 
Have no one to lean on, alas... 
Desires!.. What use to desire without end, without gain, 
While all the best years swiftly, fleetingly pass! 
To love... Whom?.. If briefly, tus not worth the effort... 
Fore’er?.. 
Vain longing, since love cannot last. 
Look into your heart: joy and torment—all paltry, and there 
Remains not a trace of the past. 
The passions?.. Sweet ailment that reason will easily cure, 
A cold word of logic arrest. 
And life—what is life if you look round vou coolly: — 
A poor, 
An empty and trivial jest!.. 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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A COSSACK LULLABY 


Sleep. my darling, sleep, my baby, 
Close vour eyes and sleep. 
Darkness comes: into vour cradle 
Moonbeams shyly peep. 

Many pretty songs I’ i sing you 
And a lullaby. 

Pleasant dreams the night will bring you... 
Sleep, dear, rock-a-bve. 


Muddy waters churn in anger, 
Loud the Terek roars, 

A Chechén with flashing dagger 
Leaps onto the shore. 

Steeled vour father is in gory 
Battle... You and I, 

Little one, we need not worry... 
Sleep, dear, rock-a-bye. 


There will come a day when boldly, 
Lake vour dad. mv son, 
You will mount your horse and shoulder, 
Proud, a Cossack gun. 
With bright silks your saddle for you 
I will sew... There lie 
Roads as vet untrod before vou... 
Sleep. dear, rock-a-bye. 


You'll grow up to be a fearless 
Cossack, and a true. 

Off you'll ride, and I'll stand tearless, 
Looking after you. 

But when you are gone from sight, son, 
Bitterly I'll cry. 

Mav the dreams vou tdream be hight. son: 
Sleep, dear, rock-a-bye. 


Thoughts of you when we are parted 
All my davs will fill. 

In the nighttime, anxious-hearted, 
Pray for you I will. 
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I'll be thinking that you’re lonely, 
That for home you sigh... 

Sleep, my son, my one and only, 
Sleep, dear, rock-a-bye. 


I will see you to the turning, 
And you'll ride away. 

With my icon you will journey 
And before it pray. 

Let your thoughts in time of danger 
To your mother fly. 

Close your eyes and sleep, my angel, 
Sleep, dear, rock-a-bye. 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


TOM. A. SHCHERBATOVA 


For the glitter of ballrooms, the chains 
Of society, she 

Gave up far-off Ukraine and its plains 
Stretching boundless and free. 


In a cold-hearted world and a vain 
And a ruthless she moves, 

But her being an imprint retains 
Of those warm parts she loves. 


Her sweet lips whisper words that seem born 
Of Ukraine’s fragrant nights, 

Of a darkness by garlands adorned 
Of mysterious lights. 


As transparently blue are her eyes 
As the skies of Ukraine; 

Her caresses are fiery as 
The winds sweeping the plain. 
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Like two peaches her round cheeks are, they 
Draw the eye, and it seems 

That amid her fair locks the sun’s ray 
Plavful dances and gleams. 


Like her sorrowing homeland, she has, 
Her child's heart free of guile, 

In the Lord the sweet. innocent faith 
And the trust of a child, 


Like her people, for help she'll not turn 
To an alien, and meet 

With proud calm the mob's scorn all unearned, 
Its derision and spite. 


A bold glance will not light in her heart 
Passion’s wild, hungry flame, 

But with love lightly she will not part, 
Once her heart it has claimed. 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Words are there so baffling 
They seem bare of meaning, 
Yet cast a strange spell on 
One’s whole heart and being. 


There is in them passion, 
Love's hot, flaming madness, 
The joy of reunion, 

Of parting the sadness. 


A word born of lightning, 
Drowned by the world’s noises, 
Will never be answered 

And stays oddly voiceless. 
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And yet fail it cannot 
To capture my spirit: 
At prayer or in battle, 
I know I will hear it. 


From church I will hasten, 
Afire with its promise, 
And out of the fray rush 
To answer its summons. 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT 


Silent and still is my dungeon; the sky is 

Cut up by bars,but shows vivid and blue. 
Watching the birds, free and frolicsome flyers, 
Shames me and fills me with anguish anew. 


I sing no ballads my ladylove praising, 

There is no prayer on my lips: they are sealed. 
Into the past I sit quietly gazing, 

Seeing the battles I fought in the field. 


Fashioned of stone, not of metal my armour; 
Weighed am I down by a helmet of stone. 
Enemy arrows and swords cannot harm me; 
Onward my steed runs, unbridled and lone. 


Time is my steed, and those bars are my visor; 
Shielded am I by an iron-bound door. 

Thick walls enclose me, the walls of my prison; 
They are the armour I'l] wear ever more. 


Fly, steed! Too long is the roadway before me; 
I cannot breathe in my armour or move! 


ae (ey ae 


Come, Death, appear and my stirrup hold for me; 
Let me dismount and my helmet remove. 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


BECAUSE 


If I am sad it is because I am in love with you, 
And well I know: the blight of rumour most untrue 
Will not forbear to mark your blooming youth with sorrow. 


For every hour of joy Fate will exact tomorrow 
A toll of tears and pain that you alone must pay. 
So Iam sad, my dearest love, because you are so gay. 


1840 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


GRATITUDE 


For all, for all I thank you: for the torture 

Of secret love, the poison of a kiss, 

For grief and pain, for bitter tears and scorching, 
For spiteful friends, for vengeful foes—for this 
And more, much more: for all life’s empty striving, 
For passion squandered, for too much gone wrong. 
I only wish, faint hope in me reviving, 

That Pll not have to thank you very long... 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


TO A CHILD 


When youthful dreams return to plague and to torment me, 
With what is secret pain and secret bliss, both lent me 
By fortune, lovely child, on you delightedly 
I gaze: if but you knew how dear you are to me! — 
You and your quick, bright eyes, your guileless laugh, 

your ringing 
Voice, your gold curls... "Tis said, to me remembrance 

bringing 

Of what is past and gone, that you resemble her... 
Alas! the years flit by... Her features register 
The ravages of time wrought before time by sorrow. 
And yet within my breast, preserved by dreams, that far-off, 
That perfect image lives; ne’er does that gaze full of 
Fire leave me... But, my child, come, tell me, do you love 
Me in return or not?.. Perhaps of my caresses 
Impatient you have grown?’ Perhaps—and this distresses 
And troubles you, my dear—too oft your eyes I kiss 
And my tears burn your cheeks?.. But tell her not of this, 
Don’t speak of me at all—your childish tale might leave her 
Depressed, and angered, too, and I would hate to grieve her'.. 
But in me, child, confide. When fore an icon she 
In prayer beside you kneels, and with your fingers three 
The sign forms of the cross, and in your ear—a nightly 
And homely ritual —a childish prayer says lightly, 
And after her you whisper, as she bids you do, 
Dear and familiar names, does she not ask you to 
Repeat one other name, one that, perhaps, with slowing 
Tongue, shyly she brings out, her pale cheeks paler growing?... 
You have forgotten it, my sweet one, I'll be bound. 
Let this not worry you—’tis only empty sound! 
God grant that it remain unknown to you—but, dearest, 
Should e’er, in years to come, you learn of it by merest 
Chance, your young days recall when first the name you heard 
And at its mention, child, pray speak no damning word! 


1840 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


TO A. O. SMIRNOVA 


Twas artless ignorance that led me 

To strive to know you better... These 
Sweet hopes have I long since surrendered, 
My fancy they no longer tease. 

When far from me vou are, I vearn to 
Pour out my heart to you: when close. 
I dare not speak, for at me sternly 

You gaze and leave me ata loss 

For words... Alas, what use denying! — 
I cannot reach you... All of this 

Could be absurd; it’s not: it is 

By far too sad, by far too trying. 


1840 Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


TO A PORTRAIT 


Like a young lad she’s livély and spry 

And as gay as a moth of midsummer. 

On her lips. as who'd dare to deny. 

Empty words sound most pleasing and charming. 


She is fickle, soon bored, to rebel 

*Gainst love’s shackles 1s easily driven. 
From vour grasp like a snake slip she will. 
Like a bird out her cage fly and leave you. 


Now she smiles, now she’s moody and sad: 
By her many whims led is she alwavs. 
Bright her eyes as the skies overhead. 

But as dark as the deep sea her soul is. 


Now she’s truthful, now sly, and a mask 
Wears of truth—the concoction is headv: 
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It’s as hopeless to probe her heart as 
To refrain from adoring the lady! 


1840 Translated by 
: Trina Zheleznova 


CLOUDS 


Clouds in the skies above, heavenly wanderers, 

Long strings of snowy pearls stretched over azure plains! 
Exiles like I, you rush farther and farther on, 

Leaving our northland, go distances measureless. 


What drives you southward? Is’t cnvy that covertly 
Prods you or malice whose arrows strike openly? 
Destiny is it? A crime hanging over you? 

Or friendship’s honeyed, its poisonous calumny? 


No! O’er those barren wastes spiritless journeying, 
Passion you know not or anguish or punishment; 
Feeling you lack, you are free—free eternally, 

You have no homeland, for you there’s no banishment. 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


A LAST BEHEST 


Beside me, friend and brother, stay, 
My plea do not deny. 

I have not long to live, they say, 
Doomed am I soon to die. 

You're going home, so let me send 
A message to— But no! My end— 
O cruel thought and bitter! — 
Means to the world but little. 
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Should someone ask about me, though, 
Do not attempt to hide 

Phat l was wounded by a foe, 

That for the tsar 1 died, 

That bunglers all our medics are, 

Phat to my country from atar, 

Just ‘fore my heart ceased beating, 

I senta soldier's greeting. 


It mv old folks alive vou tind, 

Though this ts doubtful, then 

Prav tell them, triend, if vou don't mind, 
Phat on the march mv men 

And Lare and that though Fm well, 
There'll be no letters for a spell... 

Make up some likely storv— 

Vd hate ter them to worry. 


Vhev have a neighbour —ves, we two 
Were friends in davs gone by.. 

She will not mention me, but vou 
Must tell her all. Don't try 

Vo spare her, and if weep she should, 
Vhen let her, it will do her good! 

For hearts bereft of feeling 

Tears are as water, teally. 


1S40 Translated by 
lrina Zhelezneva 


FORGIVENESS 


When vour friend dies and for his errors 
Alone remembered is. when he 
Regretfully leaves ‘monest his fellows 

Of his good name no memory: 


When ina grave that fierce heart shambers 
In which blood seethed, defving fate, 

And vainly, madly Love his sombre, 

His gloomy rival battled — Hate: 
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When, the mob’s final verdict hearing, 
You stand there mute and bow your head, 
Your sinless love your poor heart searing 
And filling it with shame and dread,— 


Reproach me not but have compassion 
For him whose sins are in the past, 
F’en though his vices and his passions 
O’er your young years a shadow cast. 


Let me not judged be by the spiteful; 
Say God alone can judge, say you 

Have paid with anguish for the right to 
Forgive, say that forgive you do. 


184] Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


MY NATIVE LAND 


I love my native land, but mine’s a strange love, truly, 
And baffles reason. Neither glory bought 

With blood, nor, I record it duly, 

A calm to proud faith wed, nor exploits brought 

To life in tales and myths and out the dim past taken 
Within my heart a glad response awaken. 


And yet I love, not knowing why they please, 

Her rolling steppes, at once so chill and soundless, 

Her wind-swept, rustling groves and forests boundless, 
Her streams, by vernal floods made nigh as broad as seas... 
Reclining in a cart and for a warm bed sighing, 

I love to bump along a country road at night 

And meet with drowsy eye, the shadowed dark defying, 
Of cheerless villages the lonely, trembling lights. 
Smoke coiling o’er a field of stubble, 

A string of wagons homeward bound 

Or camping in the steppe, two humble 
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Young birches perched atop a mound, 

A barn with grain stocked to the ceiling, 
Carved wooden shutters, roofs of thatch — 
All, all within me wakes a feeling 

Of joy.... And, too, I like to watch 

The village dancers stamping wildly 

And whistling of a Sunday, while 

Drunk muzhiks, sitting nearby idly, 

With talk night’s spun-out hours beguile. 


184] Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


The half-mask hid your face. Your voice, light as a dream, 
Came from below it; clear and sweet it sounded. 

A smile played on your lips, and, by the mask unshrouded, 
Through cold, strange slits your eyes mysteriously gleamed. 


As through a veil of haze your girlish cheek shone whitely, 
And luck was with me, for a wayward lock of hair 

Escaped the row of curls, of my gaze unaware, 

And down your fair young neck ran daintily and lightly. 


And by those few small signs you were to be 
In my imagination recreated, 

A lovely, fleeting vision that I’m fated 

To carry in my heart and love most tenderly. 


I heard your voice before, for clearly I remember 

The sound of it; with me the words you spoke remain, 
And something tells me that we did not part for ever 
And that like old, old friends one day we'll meet again. 


1841 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


*x *K X 


Farewell, farewell, my unwashed Russia, 
Bleak land of lords and slaves! Farewell, 
You, sky-blue coats, and you, my people, 
Who do their bidding all too well! 


Perhaps Caucasian peaks will shield me 
From your pashas and your viziers, 

From their sharp eyes, their eyes all-seeing. 
And from their keen, all-hearing ears. 


184] Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE CLIFF 


By a cliff a golden cloud once lingered; 
On his breast it slept, but, rising early, 
Off it gaily rushed across the pearly 
Blue of sky, a tiny thing and winged. 


Still, a trace it left upon the stony 

Giant’s heart, and plunged in thought and weeping 
Slow and tortured tears, he stands there, keeping 
Vigil o’er the gloomy waste and lonely. 


1841 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE DREAM 


In Daghestan, no cloud its hot sun cloaking, 
A bullet in my side, I lay without 
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Movement or sound, my wound still fresh and smoking 
And drop by drop my lifeblood trickling out. 


Stretched on the sand I lay, and darkly round ime 

The jutting hills hung motionless... Upon 

Their tops the sun poured full; its bright rays found me 
And burnt me. too-—but I slept soundly on. 


I dreamt about my homeland and a inerry 

And glittering feast where all was noise and glee 
And where young wives, flower-garlanced, in airy 
And lightsome talk indulged and spoke of me. 


But there was one who sat there pensive, buried 

In thought remote: alone she waxed not gay. 

By sorrowful dreams her youthful soul was carnied, 
Why, only Heaven knew, far, far away. 


*Twas Daghestan’s bright vale that she did dream of — 
A man lay there whom she had known of old. 

A black wound in his side gaped and a stream of 
Blood from it came that slowed and then turned cold. 


1841 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


‘TAMARA 


In a gorge where old Terek, impatient 
Through the haze nosing, gambols and leaps, 
Rose a tower that, dark-walled and ancient, 
Seemed to cling to the dark, rocky steep. 


Queen Tamara dwelled there. Like an angel 
Was she lovely of feature. Alas! 

That sweet face deceived many, for, strangely, 
Crafty-souled as a demon she was. 


Mist-enclosed, at the top of the tower 
Glowed and flickered a sinall golden light, 
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Luring wavfarers lone to the bower 
Of the wicked young queen in the night. 


All dark passion, the queen's soft voice sounded 
In the murk and the quiet; it held 

An enchantment, a power unbounded, 

And it taunted and teased and compelled. 


Be it merchant or shepherd or soldier. 
All were drawn to the tower, and there, 
By a eunuch who greeted them coldly, 
Slowly led up a steep, winding stair. 


On a soft, downy bed she was seated, 
Was Tamara, in silks was she dressed. 
With a manner most courtly she treated 
To a goblet of wine her young guest. 


Lips met lips, fevered fingers clasped fingers, 
Savage sounds, wild, disquieting moans 

From the queen’s chamber came, and they lingered 
In the air till the onset of dawn. 


All night long, while the mountain stream thundered 
In the gorge, those weird sounds never ceased. 

Was a wedding held there for a hundred 

Men and wives or a funeral feast? 


But as soon as came morning’s bright hour 
And the sun cast its rays o’er the hills, 
Silence fell o’er the gloomy old tower, 
Silence haunting and solemn and chill. 


And alone did Daryal with the grumbling 
Of old Terek resound and his groans 

As the waves swept along and went tumbling 
O’er each other and over the stones. 


Loud they wept as they bore off unhindered 

A man’s body—whence came it none knew. 
Something white faintly showed in the window, 
And a young voice called softly: “Adieu!” 
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Sweet that voice was! The warmth of desire 
Did it hold and a gente caress. 

Was there in it love's fervour and fire 

And a promise of rapture and bliss?.. 


1S+41 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznowva 


l 


Lone’s the mist-cloaked road before me lving: 
On and on it winds and draws me far. 

Night is sull, all earthly sounds are dving: 
Nature lists to God; star speaks to star. 


>) 


Clothed in dark is earth and wrapt in slumber, 
And the skies are full of majesty. 
Why, then, does reflection, drear and sombre, 
Plague mv heart and slav felicitv? 


a] 
2 


I await no boons of fate, regretting 

Not the past. for that is buried deep. 

Ah, to find true freedom, true forgetting 
In the calm of everlasting sleep! 


4 


Yet I dread the cold and clammy fingers 
And the leaden, icy sleep of death. 

Would that life within me dormant lingered 
And I felt its warm and balmy breath: 


J 


Would that love’s own voice, my ear caressing, 
Night and dav sang dulcet song to me. 
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And an ancient oak, my slumber blessing, 
Swayed above my head eternally. 


184] Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


THE SEA PRINCESS 
Bathing his horse was a prince one fine day.... 
Round them the sea plashed. “Prince, look at me, pray!” 


Whispered a voice, and the horse, in a fright, 
Plunged, kicked and snorted, and tried to take flight. 


“Come. prince,” the voice said, “a king’s child am TI. 
Come, my beloved, in my arms you shall lie!” 


Out of the sea shows a hand white as milk, 
Clutches it does at the bridle of silk. 


Then does a maid’s head emerge; in the hair 
Seaweed is twined; drops of water like rare 

Pearls on the neck gleam; the eyes, deep ancl blue, 
Flame with a feverish passion and true. 


“Wait!” the prince mutters. “Thou fair damsel, wait!” 


Boldly his deft fingers grasp at her plait. 

Holds he the maid, while despairingly she 
Struggles and weeps and attempts to break free. 
Deaf to her pleas and still gripping her ught, 
Quickly for shore with the maid makes the knight. 


Ho, friends, come nigh!” to his comrades calls he. 
‘Look at the prize I have torn from the sea! 


“Why do you stand there so still on the shore? 
Have you not gazed on such beauty before?” 


Back for a glance turns the prince —from his eye 
Triumph fast fades,and a horrified cry 


Bursts from his lips—at his feet lies no pale 
Maid but a monster whose green, scaly tail 
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Coils ike a serpent’s, and, coming unwound, 
Trembles and shivers and twists on the ground. 


Sea foam streams down o'er the white, anguished face: 
Death's ashen pall shrouds the blue of the gaze: 


Limp fingers clutch at the sand, and the weak 
Lips muffled words of reproach softly speak... 


Off rides the prince, dark of soul, dark of brow — 
He would forget her, but does not know how. 


184] Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


THE PROPHET 


F’er since the day when the All-wise 
A sage made of me and a prophet. 
Spite have I read in people’s eyes 
And enmity and ill will suffered. 


I brought God’s word to them and taught 
My fellow men to love their neighbours, 
And lo!—to stone me they have sought 
And to chastise me for my labours. 


With ashes then I strewed my head, 
And from the mob my face concealing, 
A beggar, to the desert fled 

Where like the birds now live I freely. 


The beasts have learned to serve me: they 
Do as wills Nature. Bove me straying, 
The stars of heaven gleam and play 

And seem to listen to me praying. 


I rarely venture into town; 

Whene'er I'm there, to leave I hasten. 
Perceiving me, the old men frown 

And to the young say: “Be you chastened 
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“By his example. He defied 

The laws we’re ruled by and insisted 
That God spoke with his lips! "T'was pride 
That ruined him, the fool persisted 


“In his delusions... See how worn 

And pale he looks, how thin and haggard... 
His eye is glum, his clothes are ragged, 

By all is he held up to scorn!” 


184] Translated by 
, Irina Zheleznova 


No, not on you my passion’s bent 

And not for me your beauty’s splendour: 
In you I love what I remember 

Of sorrow past and youth misspent. 


2 
And sometimes when I look at you and seek 
With steadfast yaze to penetrate your heart 


In occult colloquies I bear my part— 
But it is with another that I speak. 


3 
I speak then with that long-lost love of mine, 
Seek other features in your features’ stead 


And, in your living lips, see lips long dead, 
And see your eyes with burnt-out ardours shine. 


184] 
Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


| \\\ » ty 4 —4 N " ee) 
. y= T ° =, oY 4 
eae woke oe’ ° <. Sled Dx 2 
ALAN DAS ZOOSK VT PSS 
gS L\o OES: . 
an me, TW (7, 
F® 70 AW way hy (I> 
° A\' o 
| 
i 
| 
e™~3 
18091842 
i) N 
o &Y& yy) «8 
| ) h | 
\ V ae i) 
eZ NT +A % 6 A £5 
: y) woe ‘a LD eK S . 
SC/ST CEN 
fp, f yh . ° ray X § 6) BS ° >, I} \ \ 


ALEXEI KOLTSOV 
(1809-1842) 


“Koltsov was born for the poetry he created. He was a 
son of the people in the fullest sense of the word. The 
world that bred and raised him was essentially, if 
somewhat above, the day-to-day world of the peasant. 
Koltsov grew up surrounded by the steppes and the 
peasants. His love for the Russian countryside, for the 
good and the beautiful that lives, m the gerin, mm potens, in 
the nature of the Russian man of the soil, was not a thing 
of bombast or affectation, no fantasy or dream, but a love 
of the heart; it ran in the very blood of the man. He 
sympathised in deed, not word, with the joys and sorrows 
of the common man... He bore all the hallmarks of the 
Russian spirit, particularly its awesome capacity for 
pleasure and pain, the knack of succumbing blindly to 
merriment and grief, of not breaking beneath the burden 
of despair but drawing from it instead wild, bold, 
unbridled intoxication, or breaking, if break one must, 
calmly, in the full consciousness of it, without benefit of 
false comfort, without grasping for salvation at what in 
better days was quite unnecessary... 

“Koltsov knew and loved the peasant’s world as it is, 
unvarnished, unpoeticised. He found its poetry in the 
world itself, not in rhetoric or prosody, in neither dream 
nor the fantasy which merely gave him forms for 
expressing what content reality had supplied. Thus did 
the bast shoe, the tattered caftan, the matted beard and 
the old footcloth march undaunted into his songs, thus 
was the muck of that world transmuted into the purest 
gold of poetry.” 


— VISSARION BELINSKY, On the 
Life and Works of Koltsov, 


1846. 


“... Can anyone doubt the existence of latent powers 
when from out of the very bowels of the nation sounds 
the voice of a Koltsov?” 


—ALEXANDER HERZEN, 
On the Evolution of Revolutionary 
Thought in Russia, 1850. 


A VILLAGE FEAST 


Open wide ts the gate, 

And the guests ride in. 
Drawn by horses swift 

Is each birchen sledge. 

Low the old host he bows 
And the hostess too; 

Proud their guests they lead 
To the bright-lit house. 
’Fore the icons all pause 
For a moment's prayer, 

To the tables of oak 

Grave of visage go 

And on benches of pine 
Slowly take their seats. 
Roasted chickens and geese 
On the tables wait, 

Heaped with hams and pies 
Are the wooden plates. 

In her best muslin gown 
With a silken fringe 

Is the young wife dressed, 
And ’tis fair she looks. 
With a warm kiss she greets 
Her dear lady friends, 
With a great cup of wine 
Goes from guest to guest. 
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And the old host himself 

A carved ladle bears 

And to home-brewed ale 
Treats his kinsmen all. 

With a cup of sweet mead 
His young daughter comes, 
And ’tis smilingly 

That she offers it. 

The guests drink and they eat 
And they bandy words, 

Of their crops they speak 
And of harvesttime: 

Will the good Lord be kind? 
Will the yield be rich? 

Will the grass be lush 

And the meadows green? 
Merry wax the good guests, 
Drink and eat they do. 
Evening passes on, 
Midnight comes and goes. 
In the hushed village streets 
Roosters start to crow. 
Stilled the noise and talk 

In the darkened house. 

By the gate the tracks 

Of the sledges show... 


1830 Translated by 


ds Irina Zheleznova 


A PLOUGHMAN’S SONG 


Come, drag onward, grey one, 
Make a goodly furrow, 

Let the iron ploughshare 

By the earth be silvered. 


Dawn in all its beauty 
Flames above the forest, 
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And the sun comes creeping 
Slowly from beyond it. 


Come, drag onward, grey one, 
See how bright the field is! 
You have me, your master 
And your slave, to guide you. 


Gaily do I ready 

Both my plough and harrow 
And from out my wagon 
Sacks of grain lift slowly. 


Soon will it be time for 
Harvesting and threshing... 
Let us not be idle; 

Come, drag onward, grey one! 


Deep will be the furrows 
That we'll make together: 
For the grain a cradle, 

Warm and soft, we’ll fashion. 


By the earth, our mother, 
Nurtured will the grain be— 
Aye, and given shelter... 
Come, drag onward, grey one! 


I will see the green grass 
Shooting up and growing, 
I will watch the rye stalks 
Donning golden raiment; 


I will wave my sickle, 

My bright scythe I’ll brandish, 
In a loaded wagon 

Sleepily ride homeward. 


Come, drag onward, grey one! 
Food you'll get and water, 
Water sweet and cooling, 
From a fountain taken. 
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With a prayer said softly 
Will I do my ploughing... 
Hear me, God, let nature 
Of her gifts be lavish! 


1831 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


DO NOT RUSTLE, RYE 


Do not rustle, rye, 
Golden rve and ripe! 
Mower, do not sing 

Of the great, wide steppe! 


Little do I care 

For my fields and crops, 
Little do I care 

Be I rich or poor! 


Of my good alone 
Never did 1 think, 
For the good J strove 
Of mv own dear love! 


It was sweet to gaze 
In her eyes so blue, 
In those eyes that held 
Love's own tenderness. 


Dimmed the light that shone 
In those bright blue eyes; 

In a grave, alack, 

My dear love she sleeps. 


Heavy as a rock, 
Dark as night itself 
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Is the grief that fills 
This poor heart of mine! 


1834 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


HARVEST TIME 


Scarlet flames the dawn 
‘Bove the wakening earth; 
Mists light-footed steal! 
O’er its sleepy face... 


Sunlight blazing bright 
Sets the day afire, 

To the brows of hills 
Lifts the veil of mist. 


Now the mist grows thick, 
And a cloud is born: 
Dark and threatening 
O’er the hills it hangs. 


Sullen is the cloud, 

Filled with many thoughts, 
Gloomy thoughts and sad, 
Of its homeland far... 


Soon will savage winds 
On it fast descend, 

To the ends of earth 
They will carry it. 


To its side the cloud 

_ Calls a roaring storm 

With a rainbow crowned 
And with lightning armed. 
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Swiftly spreads the cloud 
And enfolds the sky; 
With a clash of arms 
An attack it mounts. 


Down it sends its shafts— 
Nay, not shafts but tears; 
On to earth’s wide breast 
"Thout a stop they pour. 


Then anew the sun 

In the sky appears, 

Glad to see the earth 
Quench its mighty thirst. 


At the rain-jeweled fields 
And the gardens green 
Gaze the village folk, 
And ’tis cheered they are. 


Anxious were their hearts 
In the winter months 

As they prayed to God 
And His favour sought. 


But now spring has come, 
Hope and faith revive — 
Aye, and to them wed, 
Peaceful, happy thoughts. 


The first thought they have 
Is that full of grain, 

Full of good, dry grain, 
They must fill their sacks. 


The next thought they have 
Is that in the carts 

Waiting by the gate 

They must place the sacks. 


The third thought they keep 
In their hearts hid deep; 
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For God’s ear alone 
By them is it meant. 


Daybreak sees the folk 
Driving forth from home 
And behind their teams 
Moving ’cross the fields. 


Iron ploughs they use, 
Aye, and wooden ones; 
The good, healthy grain 
Strew they o’er the earth. 


Ruffled les the soil, 
Ruffled and uncombed, 
But a harrow’s teeth 
Make it smooth again. 


Let us go and see 
What the Lord has sent 
In reward for such 
Hard and selfless toil! 


Waist-high rears the rye, 
And its silken ears, 
Swaying dreamily, 
Almost touch the ground. 


Just as though they were 
Guests by Heaven sent, 
Smilingly the stalks 
Greet the cheery day. 


Softly floats the breeze 
O’er the gleaming fields, 
Golden waves it forms 
Of the new-grown rye. 


Now whole families 
Hasten to the fields; 

At the rye they go 

With their sickles sharp. 
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Soon the slender sheaves 
Into stacks are heaped; 
Through the night the carts 
Plaintive music make. 


Round the threshing-floors 
Prince-like sit the ricks 
With their massive heads 
Lifted haughtily. 


Harvesttime is past, 
And the still bright sun 
At the empty fields 
Casts a cooler ray. 


But in peasant homes 

Hot the candles burn 

Lit in honour of 

The Lord’s Virgin Bride... 


1835 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE REAPER 


In the lofty skies 

Sits a blazing sun; 

The good Mother Earth 
With its rays it sears. 


In the stifling heat 
Sadness fills the heart — 
Oh, to leave the rye 

In the field unreaped!.. 


Blinding, scorching rays 
Burn the reaper’s back, 
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Set her arms afire 
And her face aflame. 


Heavy is her head, 

To her breast it sinks; 
From her idling hand 
Drop the stalks of rye... 


Not by chance is it 

That she dawdles so, 
‘That with vacant eye 
Stares she into space. 


For her poor heart aches, 
And the pain won't pass. 
Never did she know 
Such sweet suffering! 


"Twas but yestermorn 
That with carefree heart 
Went she berrying 

In the nearby wood. 


As she walked along, 
A young lad she saw; 
Many times had she 
Met him there before. 


As he nearer came, 
Halting grew his step; 
Sadly, speechlessly 
Did he gaze at her. 


With a heavy sigh 
He began to sing; 
On he walked and sang 
And did not turn back. 


The song’s mournful strains 
Touched the young maid’s heart, 
For a long, long time 

Deep within it rang. 
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Hard is it to breathe 

In the sufling heat. 

Oh, to leave the rye 

In the field unreaped!.. 


1836 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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THE MOWER 


Though I think and think, 
Yet [cannot say 

For the life of me 
Wherefore things are so. 
Ina luckless hour, 

On an ill-starred day, 
Fortune's fosterling 

Was [ born. it seems. 
Wide of shoulder I 

As my granddad was, 
With my mother’s height, 
With her bearing proud, 
And my father’s blood 

In my face it shows, 

In the nailk-white skin 
And the ruddy cheeks. 
There's a gloss and shine 
To my sable locks: 

All I do, Ido 

Well and easily. 

Yet though favoured thus, 
On an ill-starred day 
Was I born, alack! 

“Twas this autumn past 
That I wooed a maid, 

A right comely maid, 

But the elder’s child, 
And the elder he 
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Would have none of me! 
Whom is she to wed, 

Is my Grunyushka?.. 
Nay, I cannot say 

Why it should be so. 
That her parent is 
Rumoured to be rich 

Is as naught to me 

Who is deep in love. 

It is Grunyushka 

Whom I pine for so! 
Fair is she of face: 

On her round young cheeks 
Tender roses bloom, 
Dark as night her eyes. 
Driven mad am I 

By her loveliness! 

How she wept and cried, 
“Twas but yesternight, 
When her father said 
That we could not wed!.. 
Ah, the pain of it! 

It will not wear off... 

I will buy myself 

A new scythe, I will, 

I will whet the scythe, 
Make it keen and sharp, 
To my house and home 
I will bid farewell! 

Do not cry, my love, 
With the scythe so sharp 
I'll not cut my throat. 
Bless you, village mine, 
Elder, fare you well, 

Far away I go, 

I the hapless one. 

To the distant Don 

On whose shores there lie 
Fine old villages 

Do I go, I go. 

All around the Don 
Spreads the steppeland free; 
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Far and wide it spreads, 
And with feather grass 

It is carpeted. 

O you steppe so free, 

O you rolling steppe, 

Far and wide you spread! 
To the great Black Sea 
Do you stretch, O steppe, 
And its waters touch! 

Not alone have I 

Come to see you, steppe: 

I have come this day 

With my scythe so sharp. 
For a long while now 
Have my scythe and I 
Longed to walk, O steppe, 
The whole length of you, 
The whole breadth of you! 
Swing away, my arm! 
Wield the scythe, my hand! 
In my face blow hard, 
Midday’s cooling wind! 
Stir the steppe awake, 
Make the grasses sway! 
Ring, O scythe, and drone 
Like a swarm of bees! 
Flash like lightning swift, 
Glint and sparkle, scythe! 
Rustle, grass, as you 

Drop beneath the blade! 
Bow, O steppeland’s blooms, 
To the very ground! 

Like the grass will you 
Wither, blooms, and dry, 
Like my heart bereaved 
You, O blooms, will wilt. 

I will bind the grass, 

And Ill stack it high, 

And the Cossack wife 

She will pay me well. 

I will hide the coins 

In my belt, I will, 
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And I'll hie me home, 
To the elder’s house. 
It is all too true 

He disliked me poor, 
But I hope and trust 
He will like me rich! 


1836 Translated by 
fi Irina Zheleznova 


THOUGHTS 
OF A COUNTRYMAN 


I will sit me down 
And Pll ask myself 
How I am to live 
By my lonely self. 


Young am I and brave 
And right handsome too, 
But I have no wife 

And I have no friends. 


I’ve no house, no land, 
I’ve no horse, no plough, 
Nor have I a purse 

Filled with jingling coin. 


It was dire need, 

That, and two strong arms, 
That from my old dad 

I inherited. 


But my strength did I, 
Driven on by need, 
Spend on strangers’ plots 
And in strangers’ homes. 


I will sit me down 
And I'll ask myself 
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How I am to live 
By my lonely self. 


1837 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


A SONG 


Why, oh why was I 
Wed against my will? 
Why, oh why was I 
To an old man wed? 


Tell me, mother dear, 

Does it please you well 

For to wipe away 

Your poor daughter’s tears? 


Tell me, father dear, 
Is it pleased you feel 
When you see your child 
Quaff the bitter cup? 


Nay, us little glad 
That you are, I trow, 
When I visit you 

On a holiday, 


When I bring you gifts 
From my faithful spouse: 
Anguish in my heart, 
Sadness in my gaze. 


Far too late is it 

To be wroth with fate 
Or to promise me 
Joy in days to come. 
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Let great ships arrive 
From beyond the seas, 
Let my husband’s house 
Fill with sacks of gold — 


Yet will flowers not bloom 
In the wintertime, 

Nor green grass shoot up 
Through a pall of snow! 


1838 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE LAST KISS 


Put your arms round me, love, 
Clasp me, love, to your breast, 
With lips fiery as flame 

Kiss me, dear one, again! 
Why so sad do you keep? 
Why so wistful your eye? 

Let me not see you grieve, 
Let me not hear you sigh. 

Do not weep over me, 

For I go not to meet 

Death or danger, nor lie 

Cold and dead at your feet. 
Not for long do we part, 

For a half-year or so... 

Lose not heart, lose not heart, 
Do not give in to woe! 


My old parents, they live 
On the green Volga shore. 
They'll be waiting for me 
At the door, at the door. 
Of my love will I speak, 
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To them both will I bow, 

You and [ will be wed 

With their blessing, I vow. 
Sombre, dark is your dress, 

Sad am I made by this. 
Wherefore have you, dear heart, 
Clothed yourself in thissway? 


Don your new sky-blue gown 
That becomes you, love, so; 
Round your shoulders your shawl, 
Bright and flowery, throw. 

Let your rosy cheeks glow 

As at dawn glow the skies, 

And let love smile at me 

With your lips and your eyes! 


There! How lovely you look, 

I behold you with pride. 

Fair you are as 1s spring, 

Sweet my bride, sweet my bride! 
Put your arms round me, love, 
Clasp me, love, to your breast, 
With lips fiery as flame 

Kiss me, dear one, again! 


1838 Translated by 
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* * * 


Peasant, why do you sleep? 
Spring is here, spring has come, 
And your neighbours and friends 
Are at work in the fields. 


Peasant, why do you sleep? 

Rise and look at yourself — 

You have lost all you had 

And have naught to your name. 
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Not a wheat stack have you, 
Nay, nor even a sheaf; 
Bare of grain is your barn 
And of livestock your yard. 


“Twas a wood sprite, no doubt, 
Swept your stores clean of flour, 
It was he sold your cows 

And so paid off your debts. 


With its lock broken off 

Stands your once well-filled chest; 
Bent and bowed 1s your hut 

Like a wizened old crone. 


Your young years, they were spent 
In the meadows and fields; 

Like a river of gold 

Flowed they on and away. 


They began on a farm 

And they followed a road 
That from town led to town, 
From a fair to a fair. 


Everywhere that you went 
With a bow were you met, 
Aye, and offered a seat 
By the side of your host. 


"Tis not so any more: 

With need e’er at your side, 
Loll you all the day long 
On the ledge of a stove. 


Like an orphan the wheat 
Waits unreaped in the fields, 
Pecked by birds, wet by rains, 
Lashed and ravaged by winds. 


Peasant, why do you sleep? — 
Summer’s gone, summer’s gone; 
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Clad in vellowing rags, 
Autumn stands at your gate, 


And in fluffy furs garbed, 
Winter comes in its wake: 
Hear it squeak underfoot, 
Watch it powder the paths. 


Off to market vour friends 
Go with sledgefuls of grain; 
With gold coin they return, 
Frothy ale do they drink?.. 


ISSO Translated by 
Se ve, Irina Zheleznova 


THOUGHTS OF A YOUNG MAN 


To V. P. Botkin 


In my parents’ house 
Am I long to be? 

Will my young years pass 
Vainly, senselessly? 


Am I long to gaze 
At the road ahead, 
To unending gloom 
And to sorrow wed? 


Like a falcon bound 
Am I here to stav? 
Can I not break free 
And fly far away? 


Do I fear to go 

Where to none ['m known? 
Do I fear to face 

Cruel fate alone? 


Se es 


Wherefore do my thoughts 
On far travels turn? 
Wherefore does my heart 
For sweet freedom yearn? 


Wherefore is it sad? 
Wherefore does it weep? 
Wherefore does it not 
Calm and tranquil keep? 


Wherefore does it call 

Loud and clear to me? 
Wherefore does it say, 
Come, my falcon, flee? 


None can keep me chained, 
None can keep me tied. 
From the great wide world 
I refuse to hide. 


Venture boldly forth 
From my home will I; 
Where God bids Ill live, 
Where God bids [ll die! 


1840 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


A RUSSIAN SONG 


With what passion, what force 


Pounds this wild heart of mine! 
For a different life 


And for freedom it pines. 


O to sit with your love 
By a fast-running stream, 
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O to gaze at the steppe 
And be lost in a dream! 


O to hold your love close 
Through a long winter night 
And to hear your heart beat 
In sweet joy and delight! 


O to bid him goodbye 
With a kiss at the gate, 
O to stand there at mght 
And his coming await! 


1840 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


A RUSSIAN SONG 


Fierce as flame blazed my love, 
Bright as day did it glow. 
None will love him so well 
And so truly, I know! 


Sweet was life with him near, 
Ne’er was passion more strong. 
To my love heart and soul 

I belonged, I belonged! 


As | waited for him 

Of a moon-silvered night, 
My heart soared and it sank 
Like a swallow in flight. 


He would call me his star 

And my lips he would kiss; 

The mere touch of his hand 
Brought true gladness, true bliss. 
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“Tis enough that you’re near,” 
To my love I would say. 

“Do not kiss me with such 

Wild abandon, I pray! 


“With a rapturous joy 

Am I filled when you’re near, 
In a fever am I, 

By strange fires am I seared. 


“Swifter courses my blood, 

Flushed my cheeks, bright my eye...” 
He I loved was my hie, 

With iny whole heart loved I! 


184] Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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FYODOR TYUTCHEV 
(1803-1873) 


“And don’t forget to get Tyutchev—one can't live 
without him.” 


LEV TOLSTOY to V. LAZURSKY 


“Two years ago, on a sull, autumn night, I stood in the 
dark archway of the Coliseum, gazing at the starry sky 
through one of the window apertures. The big stars 
looked fixedly and radiantly into my eyes, and as I peered 
into the blue haze, other stars came out and looked at me 
as mysteriously and as eloquently as the first. Behind 
them, in the depths, shimmered tiny little sparks, and 
little by litde they, too, emerged. My vision was limited by 
the towering dark walls, and I could see only a small part 
of the sky, but I felt that it was immense and its beauty 
was infinite. It is with a sensation similar to this that I 
open a book of Tyutchev’s poems.” 


AFANASY FET 
Of Tyutchev’s Poems, 1859. 


SPRING STORM 


I love a storm in early May 

When springtime’s boisterous, firstborn thunder 
Over the sky will gaily wander 

And growl and roar as though in play. 


A peal, another— gleeful, cheering... 

Rain, raindust... On the trees, behold! — 
The drops hang, each a long pear! earring; 
Bright sunshine paints the thin threads gold. 


A stream downhill goes rushing reckless, 
And in the woods the birds rejoice. 

Din. Clamour. Noise. All nature echoes 
The thunder’s youthful, merry voice. 


You'll say: ’tis laughing, carefree Hebe — 
She fed her father’s eagle, and 

The Storm Cup brimming with a seething 
And bubbling wine dropped from her hand. 


< 1824, 1854> Translated by 


Trina Zheleznova 
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A VISION 


There is an hour at night full of an awesome wonder 
When universal silence o’er the cosmos lies 

And when life’s chariot rolls, wakening no thunder, 
Into the sanctuary of the skies. 


The dark of chaos comes, land, sky and water merging; 
Sleep Atlas-like treads earth, its weight like lead; 

The gods with dreams prophetic fire the virgin 

Soul of the Muse; all else is dead. 


1829 Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


INSOMNIA 


How tediously chimes the clock, 

Its tally of the night-hours taking! 
Unfeeling strokes that like a shock 

Of conscience leave cach listener quaking. 


Have we not grieved to hear Time sigh 
Amid the Universal stillness, 

To hear a secret voice within us 
“Farewell” prophetically cry? 


We see Fate sternly dominating 

The orphan world where we are thrown 
Against the mighty force of Nature 
And left to fight her on our own. 


‘Today we see our own life lying 

At earth’s far boundary like a ghost, 
And there, too, fade on the horizon 
The times and friends we cherish most. 
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We see a new young tribe appearing 
And blossoming under the sun 

While we, dear friends, and this our era 
Sink into deep oblivion. 


Only a metal voice performing 
Its customary funeral rite 

Shall ring occasionally, mourning 
Our passing, in the dead of night. 


1829 Translated by 
os. Peter ‘Tempest 


The cheery sounds of day endured, 

The streets were bright with crowds, while over 
The city’s rooftops many-hued 

Flew clouds, the evening’s tireless rovers. 


All of life’s blissful notes upon 

My ear stole and became a chorus, 
A hundred-voiced, persistent hum, 
Unclear but tuneful and sonorous. 


Into a kind of trance I fell, 

By springtime’s languor overtaken. 
Was my dream long?.. I cannot tell, 
But strangely from it was I wakened. 


The noise abruptly ceased, and all 

Was still and dead... The shadows slowly 
Crept in and slowly walked the walls, 
And glints of light played on them dully. 


A pallid orb peeked stealthily 

Into the room, and its soft shimmer 
A sudden feeling woke in me 

That it was watching o’er my slumber, 


That out that golden, shining day 
Some genius peaceable and kindly 
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Had carried me, unseen, away 
Into a shade-filled realm and silent. 


< 1829, 1851> Translated by 


Trina Zheleznova 


EVENING 


The sound of church bells drifting lonely 
Above the vale is like the sound 

Of cranes in flight. The leaves have only 
To sway and sigh, and lo! —’tis drowned. 


Like spring’s high waters, so the paling 
And silent day unmoving stays, 
And dusk, a brooding shadow trailing, 
The valley hastens to embrace. 


<1829> Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


NOON 


Noon idly breathes, in haze clothed lightly, 
And idly rolls the stream, while on 
The fiery vault, by sun lit brightly, 
The clouds fade idly and are gone. 


In sleep’s hot, clinging arms, as if 
Embraced by mist, lies nature dozing, 
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And Pan himself amid the nymphs 
Loafs, in a shaded cave reposing. 


<1829> Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Amid the crowds and vulgar noise of day, 

My gaze, ny speech, my gestures when you near me 
Seem uninspired by joy— Forgive me, clear one, 
Forgive me this and do not blame me, pray! 


Just see how milky-white is day, how wan 

And pale the moon... Then night appears, and radiant 
The moon turns—through the shining windowpane 
There pours a balm, a mellow balm and fragrant. 


< 1829-1830> _ Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


‘THE SEA HORSE 


O fiery horse with pale-green mane, 
O swift horse of the sea, 

Now placid, running gently tame, 
Now plunging fierce and free! 


The stormy winds your pastures blessed 
On God’s wide grazing grounds, 

They taught you how to arch your crest, 
To run and know no bounds! 


I love you when, upon the wind, 
In all your lordly might, 
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Your coarse mane streaming out behind 
In foam and lather white, 


You bear down hard upon the strand 
Full tilt with merry neigh, 

Set hoof upon the sounding sand 
And—shatter into spray! 


1830 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Here, at a meagre earth, despondent 
And listless stare the dull grey skies, 
And, as if plunged in leaden slumber, 
A weary nature moveless lies. 


Alone the few pale birches gleaming 
Amid the brush and moss like some 
Strange visions born of fevered dreaming 
Disrupt the dead and eerie calm. 


1830 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


CICERO 


Rome’s orator did thus indict 

His age of civic storm and travail: 

‘‘T rose too late and in mid-travel 

Was overtaken by Rome’s night!” 
Yes!.. but, relinquishing Rome’s glory, 
You witnessed from the Capitol 

Its star in solemn splendour fall 
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To the horizon, great and gory!.. 

O blessed is the man who lives 

When earth’s own fate must be decided! 
To dine with gods he is invited 

And counsel] at their table gives. 

While yet alive, he is a zealous 
Spectator of their pageantry 

And from the cup of heaven-dwellers 
He drinks of immortality. 


1830 Translated by 
Peter Tempest 


Sand to the very knees... We do not linger 

But ride on slowly... Gone the light of day. 

The pines’ grey shadows merge, become a single 
And deeper shadow that enshrouds the way. 


How cheerless are these parts! In darkness buried, 
The forest, lone and thick, before us lies. 

From out each bush, night silent stares, a wary 
And sullen beast that boasts a hundred eyes! 


1830 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


AUTUMN EVENING 


There is a wistful charm, a tenderness, 

Mysterious and soft, in autumn’s even: 

The trees in weird and brilliant garments dress, 
The gory leaves to whispered talk are given; 
Above the sad and orphaned earth, the skies 

Lie veiled and chill, the sun’s departure mourning, 
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And gusty winds with sudden venom rise, 

Ot pending storms the cold and angry warning... 
Fatigue, decline, and—over all—the worn 

And wasting spirits smile, doamed soon to vanish, 
Vhat hghts a sutterer’s face and that ts born 

Of pride, the loftv modesty of anguish. 


ISSO Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


SELENTIUS 


Seal thou thy lips, to none impart 

The secret dreams that fill thy heart. 
Within it let them blaze and die 

As do the silent stars on high 

When o’er the earth mghts shadows strav... 
Dehght in them—and silent stay. 


Phy senuments to none confide: 

From those about thee thy thoughts hide. 
For when voiced what are thev but hes!.. 
Churn up a stream, and silt will rise 

And darken it... Drink, drink thou deep 
Of waters clear—and silent keep. 


Live in the world of self—thy soul 
Of magic thoughts contains a whole 
Bright universe... Let not the noise 
And hght of dav dispel the jovs 

That meditation gives to thee... 

Hear thy heart's song—and silent be! 


<J S3O0> Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


As smokes and burns away a scroll 

When o’er hot ash ’tis held —a minute, 
And words and lines are swallowed whole, 
Devoured by fires hid deep within it— 


So up in smoke my life goes, so 

As the days onward crawl it smoulders; 
So sink I, by its wearing, slow 
Monotony gripped and enfolded! 


O God, 1f but the flame that I 

Bear in me could burst forth and banish 

This tedium, this gnawing anguish — 

If but I could flare up ... and die!.. 

<1830> Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


PROBLEME 


A rock rolled down the slope, and in the vale 
It lies. And no one knows its sorry tale. 


Did of itself it roll and could not stop 

Or was it pushed down from the mountain top? 
This must have happened centuries ago, 

Yet to this day the truth we do not know. 


1833 Translated by Olga Shartse 


Why moan, why wail you, wind of night, 
With such despair, such frenzied madness: 
Why is your voice now full of might, 

Now piteous and tinged with sadness? 

In tongue known to the heart, of pain 
Unknown to it for ever chanting, 
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Deep, deep within it nigh insane 
Sounds you set off at times and frantic. 


Sing not, O wind, your fearful song 

Of chaos, for the hungry spirit, 

Into night’s world of shadows flung, 

Exults in it and strains to hear it. 

The bounds of mortal flesh ’twould fly 

And merge with boundless ocean sweeping. 
Take heed! Let slumbering tempests lie: 
Beneath them chaos stirs, unsleeping. 


1836 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


The stream turns sluggish, thick and glum, 
And ’neath the solid ice it hides; 

Its colour fades, its voice is numbed, 
Supine and as if dead it lies. 

But, though omnipotent, the frost 

Can't kill the spring, and, softly purling, 

It flows on from its deathless source, 

The silence and dead calm disturbing. 


Thus, in a soul, bereft and frozen, 

And by the cold of living crushed, 

All seems long dead. No youthful current 
Runs gaily with a noisy splash, 

And yet beneath the crust of ice 

There still is life, there still is murmur, 
And one can clearly hear sometimes 

The hidden spring’s mysterious purling. 


Translated by 


Prior to May 1836 5 
RS Olga Shartse 


* * x 


Why d’you droop so low, poor willow, 
With your head bent to the river, 
And your lip-leaves ever straining, 
Eagerly and oh so vainly, 

To arrest its flight? 


Though your every leaf’s aquiver 
With a dire thirst, the river 
Hurries past you, gaily flashing 

In the sunlight, playing, splashing, 
Laughing at your plight... 


<1836> : Translated by 
ee: Olga Shartse 


The East showed white... The boat rolled onward. 
‘The sail snapped gaily, and, beneath us, 
A sky o’erturned, the blue sea quivered, 
Its whisper soft, its movement ceaseless. 


The East turnec pink... She sat there praying, 
From off her face her long veil lifted. 

Her lips breathed pravers; in her eyes min ored 
The heavens were, alive and gleeful. 


The East blazed bright... She bowed her slender 
Young neck, the pale skin smooth and gleaming, 
And down her sweet young cheeks and tencer 

I saw the fiery droplets streaming. 


1836 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 
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Elysium of shades this soul of mine, 

Shades silent. humineus, and wholly severed 
From this tempestuous age. these frenzied umes, 
Their jovs and gnets. their aims and their endeavours. 


Speak, O my soul, Elvsitum of shades! 
What bonds have vou with lites Speak. phantoms summoned 
From out a dav whose very memorv fades— 
What have vou with this heartless meb in common: 


Translated by 


Irina Zheleznowva 


I sit alone and blindly gaze 

Into the embers through a haze 
Of tears. I muse 

Upon the past with bitter pain, 

And words for it I seek in vain. 

What is the use!.. 

But has it really been, the past? 
The present—can it, will it last, 
Or disappear? 

Just like the past it, too, will go 

Down into ume’s abysmal maw, 
Year after vear. 


Age after age... One of earth’s plants, 
How can vou fell so outraged, man. 
So hurt and peeved? 

A plant is quick to grow and wilt. 
And every spring a new one will 
Throw out its leaves. 

All that there is again will sprout, 
Again the roses will come out. 


And also thorns... 
But you. poor little pallid bloom, 
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You shall not be revived. Too soon 
Your day was done. 


With my own hand I plucked you then, 
Oh, with what anguish, what élan, 

God knows and I. | 

Stay on my breast, just you alone, 

Until the love in it has drawn 

Its final sigh. 


1836 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


My love for you, sweet Earth, my mother, 
I cannot hide—I do not crave 

The phantom pleasures of that other, 
That spectral world beyond the grave. 

O spring, the blessedness of Eden 
Compared to yours as nothing is! 

Love’s joys you bring us all unbidden, 
And golden dreams, and light, and bliss. 


What rapture to drink in the balmy, 
Warm air of spring, to languor wed, 
And watch the clouds drift slowly, calmly 
High in the blueness overhead; 

To wander happily and idly 

Across a ficld and past a stream, 

To stumble on some blooming lilac 

Or chance upon a radiant dream!.. 


1836 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


~-19]-. 


* * * 


Colour fading, sound dissolved, 
Shadows shimmer and commingle, 
Into dusk, supreme and single, 
Life and motion are resolved. 
Moth-wings out of sight aflutter 
On the night-lulled senses fall... 
Hour of reverie unuttered! 

All’s in me, and I’m in all... 


Twilhght silent, twilight sleepy, 
Penetrate into my heart, 

Gently, fragrantly and deeply 
Deaden life’s unrest and smart. 
By the gloom of self-negation 

Let my soul be overrun; 

Let me taste annihilation, 

With the dreaming world be one... 


1836 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


How wild this mountain-cleft, how lovely! 
A fresh-sprung torrent hurtles down 

In haste to reach the valley—only 

I chmb on where the high firs frown. 


And on the summit here I dally 

In quiet joy and peace of mind... 

Poor freshet, hastening to the valley — 
I wish you joy of human kind! 


1836 Translated by 


Avril Pyman 


* x * 


Nature is not, as you believe, 

A waxen mask, a soulless face — 
She has a soul, the power of speech, 
Freedom of will, and love she has... 


You see the tree in leaf and bloom: 
The gardener stuck them on, you say? 
Does seed grow in the mother’s womb, 
Of outward, alien powers the play? 


Hearing they hear not, nor perceive... 
This world to them is dark as death, 
There’s no life in the ocean wave 
And even the sun is void of breath. 


No light-ray pierced them from on high, 
No spring to their cold breast would come. 
The woods spoke not when they were by, 
And night with all her stars was dumb! 


Nor did the lightning tongues descend 
That trouble streams and forest trees, 
To seek advice of them as friends 

In thunderous midnight colloquies! 


Not their fault: for the deaf and dumb 
The organ holds no charms at all... 
Alas, their hearts would still be numb 
Even to their own mother’s call. 


1836 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


The earth a cheerless look still wears, 


But spring’s breath is already swaying 

The dead stalks in the field and playing 
With boughs as yet of leafage bare. 

Nature still sleeps, but through its slumber, 
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Through dreams that slowly fade away, 
It hears spring's airy step and gay, 
And smiles, no longer glum or sombre... 


O soul, my soul, you slumbered too... 
What is it that. vour sleep disturbing, 

Fills you with warmth and tender vearning 
And gilds your tarnished dreams anew? 
Vhe thawing snows lie sparkhng under 
The sparkling sky: no clouds above. 

My hot blood plays... [s it the languor 

Of springtime or—a womans love:.. 


1836 | Translated by 
ates Irina Zheleznova 


Your words are bare of truth: no trace 
Of feeling is there in your gaze, 
Cold is vour heart and dead. 


Courage, desert me not! There is 
No God in all the universe. 
Why pray? Why beg and plead? 


1836 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


I love your eyes, I love the play 

Of lightin them, and when vou raise them 
And round vou look, I love the wav 

Thev flash and flame, like hghtning blazing 
When leaps it nigh from far away... 


But there’s enchantment greater surely 
In halt-closed eyes when passion claims 
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The heart, when kisses grow unruly 
And through lowered lashes show the flames 
Of hot desire’s dark, sombre fury. 


1836 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


THE SEA AND THE CLIFF 


Seething, roaring and rebelling 
Thrashing, whistling, climbing high, 
Up towards the still stars welling, 
Reaching to engulf the sky... 

Was it energies infernal 

Set the fires of Hades burning, 
Brought this cauldron to the boil, 
Then overturned and sent it swirling 
Back into the depths of hell? 


See, the rising tide now dashes 

Wave on wave against the rock, 

Howls and whistles, hisses, splashes 
Round the cliff base, shock on shock,— 
Yet, unmoved by this upheaval, 
Arrogant, unchanged, defiant, 

Firm you stand, in pride primeval, 
New-created Earth’s coeval, 

High above the waves—our giant! 


But, once more to storm and batter, 
Thwarted by this grim rebuff, 
Howling seas advance—and shatter 
On your mighty granite bluff. 

On your steadfast rock-face pounding, 
Each attack must fail and break, 

And successive waves, rebounding, 
Ebb, defeated, with a sounding 

Swirl of froth in their slack wake. 
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Hold out, cliff! Withstand their fury 
But for one hour ... you will feel 
How the waves grow slowly weary 

Of attacking your great heel. 

Tired of noisy merrymaking, 

Soon once more they’ll sue for peace, 
And their boisterous sport forsaking, 
Come to heel and, mildly quaking, 
Lap and ripple round your knees. 


1848 Translated by 
cay Avril Pyman 


Of longing born, a past Jove’s madness, 
Dull pain and languor my heart fill. 
Your image, hid amid the shadows 

Of memory, lives in me still. 

J think of it with endless yearning, 

"Tis e’er with me though from me far, 
Unreachable, unchanged, bright-burning 
As in the sky of night a star... 


1848 - Translated by 
oe CB ex Irina Zheleznova 


Shy, unwilling, at the meadows 
And the fields the sun stares... Hark! 
Thunder rolls, and sudden shadows 
Veil the earth and turn it dark. 


Gusts of wind, a crash of thunder 

In the distance, rain at times... 

Light green fields turn greener under 
Darkly sullen, stormy skies. 
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Through a cloud there cuts a jagged, 
Bright blue arrow, and a frame 
Round its edges, grey and ragged, 
Forms of whitish, wingéd flame. 


Wind again... Another dash of 

Rain, and in the murky fields 

Dust whips up. The thunder crashes. 
Bolder, angrier its peals. 


But the sun, by clouds unhindered, 
At the fields peers down and frowns, 
And the earth, confused, bewildered, 
In its molten brilliance drowns. 


1849 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


I see you once again, my long forsaken, 

My native region, that I hold not dear 

But that calls up remembrance that ’twas here 
My early thought and early feeling wakened. 
Here, where today, as day wanes, I can see 
My childhood gazing misty-eyed at me. 


O pallid ghost, O phantom vague and fleeting 
Of a remote, elusive happiness, 

*Thout sympathy or faith, I must confess, 

I find myself your stare forgotten meeting. 
As strange to me you are as needs must be 
One’s brother who has died in infancy. 


This great unpeopled realm that calm behold I 

Was ne’er my heart’s true home. Not here did young 
Life bloom; not here, not here the praise was sung 
Of youth’s great, sumptuous féte, its wonder golden... 
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Nor was’t to these parts that, I’ll not deny, 
All that I lived for, all I prized gave I! 


1849 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


In the nighttime late in summer 

Strangely glow the stars and dully, 

And the cornfields, by their sombre 

Rays lit, doze and ripen slowly. 
Sleep-embraced, their gold waves shimmer 
In the lulling hush, and gleam, 

And are glazed and painted silver 

By the moon’s pale, ghostly beam. 


1849 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


When life is but a round of murderous care 

And like a heap of stones lies heavy on us, 

There suddenly, God knows how, why, upon us 

A joyous mood descends... Of balmy air 

A breath comes from the past and, o’er us drifting, 
Invades the heart, its fearful burden lifting. 


At times with autumn’s coming is it so, 

When empty lie the fields, when bare the groves are 
And paler turn the skies—and of a sudden, over 
The darkened earth a damp wind starts to blow. 
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A fallen leaf it chases with elation 
And to our hearts of spring brings a sensation... 


1849 Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


Tears of humanity, tears of humanity, 
Flowing eternally early and late... 

Flowing invisibly, flowing in secrecy, 

Ever abundantly, ever unceasingly — 
Flowing as rain flows with autumn finality 
All through the night like a river in spate. 


<1849> Translated by 
Peter ‘Tempest 


The smoke’s dark pillar brighter grows on high, 
Faint shows the shadow from it swiftly fleeing... 
“That’s life!” you said... I caught a muted sigh... 
‘Not smoke by moonlight burnished, but that shy, 
Elusive shadow o’er the rooftop stealing...” 


< 1848, 1849> Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


Your blessing, your relief, o Lord, 

Send him who, footsore, hot, and starving, 
Along the cobblestones must plod — 

A pauper past a rich man’s garden. 
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Who o’er the wall may only glance 
At all the flowering shrubs and trees, 
And marvel at the green expanse, 
The lushness, and the sense of ease. 


"Tis not for him the trees their boughs 
In welcome spread. ’Tis not, alas, 

For him a merry fountain spouts 

A cloud of spray like sparkling glass. 


Not for him does the azure grotto 
Hold promise of such heavenly bliss; 
The healing spray of fountain water 
Will cool another’s head, not his... 


Your blessing, your relief, o Lord, 

Send him whose life has been so garbled 
That, hot and footsore, he must plod — 
A pauper past a rich man’s garden. 


1850 Translated by 
ww Olga Shartse 


The half-nude forest seems bereaved, 
Wrapped in a sad and fateful slumber, 

One in a hundred of its leaves, 

Turned golden, rustles in the breeze 

And clings on, though its days are numbered. 


So when I see a ray of light 

Break through the clouds and suddenly 
Flash on the gnarled old trunks of trees, - 
On leaves, exhausted by their flight, 

I’m moved to tears of sympathy. 


How lovely withering can be, so 


When something that was once virile, 
And flourished so resplendently, 
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Grows feeble, feeble, and senile, 
How dear to us its farewell smile! 


1850 Translated by 
we Olga Shartse 


See how down the wide river floating 
In the new wakened water’s tow 
Towards the all-embracing ocean 
The ice is sailing, flow on flow. 


And whether through the night like spectres 
Or incandescent in the sun, 

They still, inevitably melting, 

To the same goal go sailing on. 


So, great and small, but all together, 
Dissolving shapes, they coalesce, 
And, formless, faceless as the water, 
Merge in the pre-destined abyss! 


Oh, “Thou” and “TI”, our thought’s delusion, 
Poor human personality: 

Are you not, even as these, illusion? 

And is not such your destiny? 


1851 Translated by 
: i Avril Pyman 


How deadly love is! What blind fury 
Our passions governs! That which we, 
O dear God, treasure the more truly, 
Destroy we the more senselessly! 
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A year ago it was, or even 

Less—of your conquest proud you were. 
‘“She’s mine!” you said. To what straits driven 
Is she today? What’s left of her? 


Where is her eye’s young light and sparkle? 

Why have the roses disappeared 

From cheeks where glowed they softly, darkly ?— 
All, all burnt up by scorching tears! 


Yours was a fateful meeting—do you 
Recall what said she on that day? 
Does not her magic gaze pursue you 
And, too, her childish laugh and gay? 


And now—where is it all? For ever 
Has that dream flown, ’tis gone, alas! 
Like swiftly passing northern summer, 
A loved but transient guest it was! 


A punishment of fate deserved not 
By her your love was. In your breast 
It lived and, all-consuming, fervent, 
Upon her life a dark shade cast. 


A life of torment and denial!.. 

She had her memories, it’s true, 

But in a time of grievous trial 

And hardship, they betrayed her, too. 


The earth became a waste... Enchantment 
Fled, was no more—and she was doomed. 
Into the mud the brute herd trampled 
The pure love that in her heart bloomed. 


And of that utter desolation 

What was to her save ashes left, 
Save pain, the pain of desperation, 
Of joy and e’en of tears bereft! 
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How deadly love is! What blind fury 
Our passions governs! That which we, 
O dear God, treasure the more truly 
Destroy we the more senselessly! 


185] Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


WAVES AND THOUGHTS 


Over and over, with mystery fraught, 

Wave follows wave, thought follows thought... 

Chained by the heart thoughts are; waves roam the sea, 
Wanderers are they unfettered and free. 

‘But the same strange musicality lent, 

Manifestation of one element, 

Phantom-lke both are and, marked by unease, 

Flow they and ebb, flow and ebb without cease. 


1851 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Not yet cool after the heavy 

July day the night was shining, 
And above the earth in leaden 
Dimness arched a stormy heaven 
All a-tremble with far lightnings... 


And it was as though thick lashes 
Fringed the edges of the heaven 
And, between the thunder crashes, 
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Through the fleeting lightning flashes 
Someone’s eyes glowed out to threaten. 


1851 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


In separation there’s a higher meaning: 

You may love for an hour, years, an eon, 

But love’s a dream that comes to vou in sleep— 
It is a moment that you cannot keep— 

You waken, and there comes an end to dreaming. 


1851 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


Day nears its end, and night comes nigh... 
From sight sink fast the clouds on high. 
The mountains longer shadows send 

Into the vales. Day nears its end. 


But I don’t fear the night nor pine 
For the return of waning day 

As long as by my side you stay, 

O magic shade, O phantom mine! 


With your wing touch me, cover me, 
And stl my heart’s anxiety 

Lect bhss and rapture fill the whole 
Of me and of my ravished soul. 


Who are you and whence come you, say — 
From earth or heaven? Though you may 
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Be of celestial plains a part, 
Yours is a woman’s love-filled heart... 


1851 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


PREDESTINATION 


Love. What is love? The legend goes 
It is a union of kindred souls, 

A joining into one of matching parts, 
A fated fusion of two eager hearts, 
And, sad to say, a duel from the start... 


The more adoring one is than the other 

The sooner then the battle will be over, 

Unequal for the humbler of the twain, 

Who, though aggrieved, will suffer, love, and pray, 
And finally will simply pine away. 


<1851-1852> Translated by 
> ok Olga Shartse 


Say not he loves me as before, as truly, dearly 

As once he did... Oh no! My life 

He would destroy, he does destroy —though see I clearly 
The trembling of the hand that holds the knife. 


Resentment, anger, tears, a pain now fierce, now muffled — 
I’m wounded, stung, and yet I love... He is 

All of my life, but I... I do not live—I suffer... 

How bitter is existence such as this! 
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As to a mortal foe, in dozes scant and meagre 

The air I breathe he measures out... Each breath 

I take is painful, yet ... I breathe, for fresh air eager... 
I breathe, but know I cannot ward off Death. 


1851-1852 Translated by 
» 4 Irina Zheleznova 


No just reproaches, pray, no rightful indignation! 
For of us two, you are to be more envied far. 
Unlike my love for you, yours is sincere, unmarred 
By jealousy’s mistrust, its rancour and vexation. 


A wretched sorcerer, who doubts himself and stifles 
Faith in the magic world by his own efforts wrought, 
I know myself to be... 1 am—O bitter thought! 
Of your warm, living soul the idol cold and lifeless. 


<1851-1852> Translated by 
9 Irina Zheleznova 


All you revered and venerated, 

All that you worshipped and adored 

By idle tongues was desecrated, 

By coarse hearts—so fate willed 1it—scorned. 


The sanctum of your soul was sullied, 

Was broken into by the herd; 

Its meddling left you shamed and humbled, 
To its abuse exposed you were. 


O, if its living wings could only 
Rescue the soul as soars it high 
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Above the herd from man’s eternal, 
His sickening vulgarity!.. 


1851-1852 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Those eyes ... those eyes... How deeply, blindly 
I loved them, only God can say!.. 

From their hot murk, their night spellbinding 
I could not tear my heart away. 


That gaze unfathomable, wondrous, 

The whole of life bared, and revealed 
Pain— pain and grief... A passion boundless 
Within it smouldered unconcealed. 


By her thick lashes it was shaded 
And breathed a wan despondency. 
Like Pleasure was it worn and jaded, 
And fatal as is Agony. 


In those ecstatic moments, never 
Could I ’thout tears delight in it 
Or meet it ’thout a joyous shiver, 
A warmth and gladness infinite. 


<1852> Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


x * * Mobile comme Il’onde 


Wave, my salt wave of the ocean 
Wandering where you will, 


— 207 — 


Sleeping or in playful motion, 
Wondrous life informs you still! 


Whether in the sun you’re laughing, 
Mirror of the firmament, 

Or you're tossing high and ruffling 
Your unfathomed element,— 


Sweet to me is your soft murmur, 
Full of love and tenderness, 

And I thrill to hear the rumour 
Of your keening prophesies. 


Grim and sullen, light and dazzling, 
Of your storms and calms be free! 
But in those depths of dark azure 
Keep what you have had of me. 


It was not a ring, my offering, 
Cast into your shimmering deep, 
Nor was it some precious bauble 
That I gave to you to keep. 


No! For in a fateful moment 
The heart from out my breast you stole; 
On the dark bed of the ocean 


Lies my soul—my living soul. 


1852 Translated by 


Avril Pyman 


Bright sun, a gleaming, sparkling river!.. 
All nature beams— it lives anew. 

The trees in joy ecstatic shiver 

And wash their branches in the blue. 


They hum and sing; the air is heady 

With love; on, on the river flows. 

The earth, just touched by bloom, already 
With life’s rich sweetness overflows. 
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But of it all naught is more blissful 

Or wakens greater rapture than 

Your smile, your tender smile and wistful 
That mirrors your soul’s lingering pain. 


1852 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Spellbound by the sorceress Winter, 
Touched by her compelling wand, 
All festooned in snowy tinsel, 

Full of wondrous life, the glistening, 
Silent forest calmly stands. 


Stands there struck by winter wonder, 
Neither in life nor yet in death... 
Caught in an enchanted slumber, 

All entangled and encumbered 

In chains soft and light as breath... 


And, when winter sun sinks, sending 
Slanting rays to rake its depths, 

Not one thing awakes in trembling... 
All flares up and shines resplendent — 
Blazing, blinding loveliness. 


1852 Translated by 
a Avril Pyman 


LAST LOVE 


How superstitiously we love, 
How tenderly towards our days declining... 
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Beam brightly, brightly, farewell light of love, 
Of our last love, in evening heavens shining. 


Now half the shadowed sky is cloaked in night, 
And only in the West a fitful gleaming 

Still holds, still holds the spell of evening light... 
Ah, linger, linger yet, enchanting evening. 


What if the blood runs poorer in the veins, 
The heart is no less rich in tenderness... 

Ah, my last love! Thou art both bliss and pain 
And joy—and hopelessness. 


Between 1852 and 1854 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


The fire glaring, ruddy red, 

A spluttering, leaping, rippling flare, 
But soft from across the brook, overhead 
The breath of a park, the cool dark air. 
The gloaming here, and there the heat, 
The clamour thick. I’m half asleep, 

Yet quick within, one last conceit— 

To feel you with and all in me. 


The crackling smoke, the swelling crackle, 
The naked chimneys jutting bare, 

And in the stillness still unscratched, 

The fluttering, rustling leaves repair, 
While I in whispered foliage hung, 

Your passioned accents’ passion catch... 
Oh God be praised, you’re here beside 
And by your side is Paradise. 


1855 xy Translated by 
Cy Laura Beraha 


There are rare moments in my life 
When I, relieved of stress, 
Surrender gladly, without strife, 
To Nature’s blessedness. 


The treetops rustle in the breeze 
High overhead, so high, 

And only birds converse with me, 
Dear creatures of the sky... 


All that is sordid, a deceit, 
Appears remote and vain, 

And all that’s dear and not to be 
So easy to attain! 


The bliss of it, the sweet release 

From every care and torment! 

I drowse, and in my soul there’s peace. 
Oh time, stand still a moment! 


<1855> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


It was not God you served, nor Russia, 
You served your vanities alone. 

Your deeds—the wicked and the worthy, 
Were all a lie, just passing notions. 

You were no tsar. You acted one. 


<1856> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


Above the ignorant and gray 

Yet unawakened mass of people 
Will thy sun ever rise, o Freedom, 
And gleam forth with a golden ray? 


Will this ray. gleaming. bring them life. 
The mists of torpid sleep dispersing? 
Yet all the grudges they are nursing. 
The festering wounds of ancient strife. 


Injustice and cruel wrong that find 

No redress in the envenomed mind: 

To heal all these —what can suffice? 
Thou, thou alone— pure robe of Christ. 


18357 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


* * % 


There is a spell in autumn early, 

One all too brief and of enchantment rare: 
The nights are radiant and pearly, 

The davs, pellucid, crystal-clear. 


Where sw Cpl the sickle and tell the COTTIL a mellow, 
Yawarm and breathless stillness reigns supreme: 
Spanning the brown and empty furrow, 

A dainty thread of cobweb gleams. 


Lhe birds have thown. we hear ne more their clamour, 
But winters angry blasts net soon will start co blow ; 

LU pen the tdle tields chere peurs the azure glow 

Ot skies that guard the warmth of summer. 


IS57 | Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


* * * 


She sat and sorted on the floor 

A mass of letters, glancing through them. 
Like ashes dead, that glow no more, 
Across the room she lightly threw them. 


At pages that she knew so well 

She stared with a strange new detachment, 
As might the gaze of spirits dwell 

On bodies they have just abandoned. 


O what a store of life lay there, 

All spent and gone beyond recalling! 

O what a story of despair, 

Of slaughtered love and sorrow galling!.. 


With silent lips I stood apart 

And would have knelt in expiation, 
Such sadness overwhelmed my heart 
At seeing lost love’s desolation. 


1858 Translated by 
a 9 Peter Tempest 


I love the Tsarskoselsky Gardens 

Late in the fall when, in soft haze 

Enfolded, as in sleep’s embrace 

They lie... The cold’s breath slowly hardens, 
And on the lake’s lackluster glass, 

Clad in that same fine haze, white-wingéd 
And strangely languid visions linger 

And seem bemused, lost in a daze. 


The skies are grey, by not a star lit... 

The evening’s shadows onward press 

And softly lick the steps dark scarlet 

Of Catherine’s lofty palaces. 

Then dark the gardens turn... The dreamy 
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And tranquil stars outline a dome 
That, touched by them, is like a gleam of 
A golden past, its symbol lone... 


1858 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


The wind is stilled, and lighter, softer 
Lake Léman’s breath is... On the water 
A boat’s adrift... A dreamy swan 

The blueness ruffles and floats on. 


The days are summery and tender, 

In garish dress garbed are the trees, 

And though it plays with them, the breeze 
Dares not impair their fragile splendour. 


And yonder rises, calm and lordly, 
Unveiled at dawn and glowing bright, 
A peak all silvery and white, 

A revelation other-worldly. 


Here could the heart find peace, here learn 
How to forget at last—if only 

Out there, out there, in my far homeland, 
One grave, one lone grave less there were!.. 


1864 Translated by 
edit Irina Zheleznova 
ae 

4 * * 


Her chaim is an unfathomed secret, 

Of loveliness a living breath. 

Wuh fear and wonder her eyes meet we, 
Lost in their shining, tranquil depths. 
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Is’t of the earth this sweet enchantment 
Or is it beauty heavenly? 

The heart seeks only to adore it, 

The soul in prayer before it kneels... 


1864 Translated by 
9 Irina Zheleznova 


The glare! The heat! O Nice, you blind me! 
A dull unease upon me settles... 

Life, like a bird shot down, strains wildly 
To fly—JIn vain! Its wings are fetters, 

Its broken wings... As in a fever 

It struggles still, yet is it vanquished: 
Pressed to the dust it lies and shivers 

In fear and impotence and anguish... 


1864 Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


All day she quiet lay, lost in a trance, 

The closing shadows all of her embracing... 

The madcap rain of summer trisked and pranced, 

At leaves it drummed, down garden paths went racing. 


And slowly, slowly she revived and sought 

To hear its voice, its warm and merry patter. 

Absorbed, withdrawn, plunged deep in conscious thought, 
She lay and listened to the fall of water. 


Then suddenly she spoke, and | ... I heard... 
(I was alive, alive through force of habit) 
The softly whispered, broken, simple words: 
“O how I loved it all, O how I loved it!”’ 
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You loved ... you loved... None other durst 

To love so well... And this, to be it ceases... 

To watch you die, and live!.. How did my heart not burst, 
O God, into a thousand bleeding pieces! 


1864 Translated by 
a oo Irina Zheleznova 


Sparkling and sighing and shifting and heaving, 
Here touched by moonlight, there murky and grey, 
Magical sea, sea of night, sea of evening, 

You are alive and forever at play! 


Peopleless, vast, knowing rest not or slumber, 
Bathed in a silvery, shimmering light, 

All ceaseless movement and crashes of thunder, 
You fill my heart, sea, with joy and delight. 


Speak, mighty deep, why so restless and eager? 
Is it a féte that you rush to attend? 

Great, wakeful stars, while you toss in a fever, 
Watch from above and their light to you lend. 


Dazed by your brilliance, your passion and fury, 
As in a dream stand I near you alone. 

O with what joy, of resisting them weary, 

In you the whole of my soul I would drown! 


1865 oa Translated by 
COLL. Irina Zheleznova 


There are days when more crushing 1s the leaden 
Burden of pain I’m forced to bear. On me 

It weighs and my verse mutes and deadens 
Beyond repair, beyond all remedy. 
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The whole of life a heavy, dark pall covers... 
All’s stillness, emptiness... No tears, no sighs... 
No more’s the past a shade that o’er me hovers: 
A corpse, below the ground it moveless lies. 


And round me is reality, a wholeness 

Of being—yes, the same old world astir 
With all life’s goings-on, but loveless, soulless, 
A world that has no memory of her. 


Left all alone with my dull ache and hunger, 
I vainly try to find myself... Alas! 

A smashed-up boat am I, on to a rugged 
And nameless shore by savage billows cast. 


Dispel this icy deadness, God!.. Let yearning 
Revive within my soul, and agony. 

You took her from me, but the living, burning 
Pain of remembrance leave, I beg, with me. 


Of her I'll think, her image e’er before me, 

Who fought a bitter battle to the end, 

Of her who loved with passion—deeply, warmly, 
Defying destiny, defying men. 


Of her, of her alone who could not counter 

A hostile fate, yet undefeated stayed; 

Of her, of her who to the end held on to 

Faith, faith and trust, and suffered, loved and prayed. 


1865 Translated by 
b 9 Irina Zheleznova 


Est in arundineis 
modulatio musica ripis 


How tuneful is the voice of sea, 
What true accord in ocean’s murmur, 
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And in the reed’s light, rhythmic tremour 
What tender musicality! 


In nature all is harmony, 

A consonance fore’er agreed on, 

And ‘us alone our phantom freedom 
That is disturbingly off-key. 


Whence comes this breach, this rupture deep? 


Why does with sea its song sonorous 
The soul refuse to sing in chorus? 
The thinking reed —why does it weep? 


1865 


A dubious silence everywhere, 

The East—all hushed uncertainty... 
What is this? Dream, expectancy? 
And is the day now far or near? 
Faint, faintly white the mountains lie, 


The vales and woods in shadow keeping, 


The villages and cities sleeping... 
But look, look up into the sky! 


Look there: a strip of morning glows 
And, as with hidden passion blushing, 
Now livelier and more ardent flushing, 
Sull brighter and more vivid shows. 
And wait now but one moment, one— 
Throughout the all-embracing ether 
Good News rings out to every creature: 
The rays of the victorious sun. 


1865 


Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


ON THE EVE OF THE ANNIVERSARY 
OF AUGUST 4, 1864 


Lone the road I follow, lone and dreary, 
Daylight fades and is about to flee... 

As I drag along, all spent and weary, 
Angel mine, beloved one, seest thou me? 


Darker, darker turn the skies above us— 
Gone the day’s last gleam illusory... 

Here’s the world we live in... Speak, beloved, 
Speak, my angel... Tell me: Seest thou me? 


As remembrance day draws nearer, nearer, 

Day of wistful prayer and agony— 

From those spheres where go our souls, my dear one, 
Look thou down and tell me: Seest thou me? 


1865 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


How unexpectedly, how brightly, 

On the wet blueness of the sky, 

The airy ark went soaring lightly: 
Ephemeral solemnity! 

One end into the woods was driven, 

And one behind the clouds was laid — 
Proudly the bow spanned half the heaven, 
Then, in the heights, began to fade. 


Ah, in this rainbow revelation 

What ecstasy for human eyes! 

So momentary the visitation, 

Come, catch it quick before it dies! 

But see! How pale it grows already! 

One minute more, perhaps two, and then 
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Glam is the shy, bv mght umprisoned. 
As wer it the dark clouds creep. 

Not menacing ar wistful is it. 

But plunged in drearn . torpal Seep. 
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Through cloud and shadow, seem to be. 
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No matter how thev ran her down, 
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Her movements were So fall af grace. 
Her speech so gentle and sincere. 
Ard mm her chedless soul ne trace 

Ot hurt ar hbitierness appeared. 
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And nota speck of dirt besmirched 
Her image, and the gossip spread, 
May, slander even, did not touch 

A hair upon her Jovely head... 


J865 Translated lry 
Olga Shartse 
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When faltering energies betray 

Us old inhabitants, and we 

Must see newcomers gain the day 

Nand wwwl ths plore — cond Cassa i666 


Us from all fear of thar approach, 
From libel and from bitterness, 
From impotent and vain reproach 
Against Jife in her changefulness; 


May we, by secret malice ridden, 

Xora givelee Ps ac Id otw:e giacaio these ages 
RU isngd gece Voaes to hinds ie bade thew 

And which she ever new prepares; 


And may we not resent our falling 
Out of the mainstream, swept ashore... 
Or yet that there are other callings 
And other men called ty the fore; 


And free us from the shameful promptings 
Of whatin check we've tried to hold. 
Worse than an old man’s armorous longings 
Is the cross-grained soischief of the old. 


Translated In 
Aaed Prins 


1566 


te 
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Russia is baffling to the mind, 

Not subject to the common measure 
Her ways—of a peculiar kind... 
One only can have faith in Russia. 


1866 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Dread though our final hour is, 
The lassitude we can’t have known, 
The throes of death, the no return, 
More dreadful still is it to see 

The happiest memories of all 

Die prematurely in our soul... 


1867 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


Clouds are melting in the sky. 
Through the heathaze, all a-shimmer 
Rolls the river slowly by 

Tike a burnished metal mirror... 


Efour by hour the heat still gains, 

Shade retreats to sylvan bowers. 

White, by wind swept, stretch the plains, 
Breathing scent of homied flowers. 


— 222 — 


Wondrous day! Though ages pass, 
Ever as now, in time to come, 

The stream will flow like molten brass 
And fields will breathe beneath the sun. 


" 1868 } Translated by 
CBOSS, Avril Pyman 


It is not given us to trace 

The further fate of words, the world’s reaction.. 
But it is given us to feel compassion 

As inexplicably as grace. 


1869 Translated by 
Bn lt Avril Pyman 


There are two powers—and these two, fatal powers 
Hold us throughout our lives beneath their sway 
From cradle-days to our last, mortal hours, 

And one 1s death, the other— “what men say”. 


Unlimited their full authority, 

And unaccountable— one as the other. 

There’s no appeal. No hope of clemency. 
Sentence pronounced must every protest smother. 


Yet Death’s more honest, yes, and more unbiassed. 
Indifferent and unembarrassed, she 

Mows down alike the pliant and defiant. 

Her scythe admits no inequality. 


But men are not like that. Society — 
A jealous autocrat— resents the loftier shoots 
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Ot excellence. She mows not evenly, 
But plucks the fuller ear up by the roots: 


Condemns the strong with double condemnation, 
Who, arregantin vouth and pride of life. 

With eves that speak a deep determination 

And smiling lips, take up the unequal strite. 


She who, secure in beauty, quite undaunted, 
Of all her rights most fatally aware, 

Steps out ot her own will. like one enchanted, 
Untouched by calumny, their blame to dare. 


Who does not deign to veil her open forehead, 
Nor hang her head, but tosses back her curls 

As though she'd shake them free of all the torrid 
Censure and threats and gossio of such churls. 


She stands condemned —the honester the woman 
The guiltier she must and will appear... 

Such is society: the more inhuman 

Where guilt is the more human and sincere. 


1869 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


A sphynx is nature. What doom that mask serene 
Conceals is to man’s mind a darker trouble 
Because, it may well be, there is no riddle 

For him to solve—nor has there ever been. 


1869 Translated by 
: Avril Pyman 


TO K.B. 


You're here again—and of a sudden 

A warmth long gone my dead heart floods, 
And all I thought forgot, unbidden 

Comes back to me and fires my blood. 


Just as spring’s breath may soft come stealing 
Upon the air on late fall’s day 

And rouse in us a vanished feeling 

Of life, of something young and gay— 


So of past years do I recover 

The richness, and on your sweet face 
With all the ardour of a lover 

In reawakened rapture gaze. 


Too long apart, drawn are we nearer 
Once more—you’re here, ’tis not a dream! 
Sounds ne’er within me stilled the clearer 
At sight of you and louder seem. 


Remembrance: — No! The rustling pages 
Of life turn fast—it speaks again. 

Your loveliness stays ever changeless, 

My love for you unchanged remains. 


1870 Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


We still believe in miracles, for all 
The lessons and the truths that life has taught us: 
We know there’s beauty that won't pall 
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And strength that cannot be exhausted; 

That flowers of a loveliness unearthly 

To earthly withering will not succumb, 

And dewdrops, fallen on them in the morning, 
Will not be dried up by the midday sun. 

It is a faith that won’t deceive you if 

You live by it alone from first to last: 

Not everything that flowered once must wilt, 
Not everything that was must pass. 

Stull, of this faith the blessedness but few 

Are chosen to achieve, it’s only saints 

Who through life’s tribulations could, like you, 
Love well and, loving, suffer without plaint, 
Who could cure others of their bitter ailments 
With their own suffering, and who 

Their very soul devoted to their neighbour, 
And stoically everything endured. 


1870 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


* *K * 


Of that tempestuous life that once was here, 
Of that hot blood that flowed here in a stream, 
To us a mound or maybe two remain 

That in the steppe all but forgotten rear; 


And too a clump of oaks that, bold and free, 
Reach skyward from atop the mounds, and share 
Their secrets with the winds, and little care 
Whose dust their roots disturb and memory. 


For Nature of the past is unaware, 
And of our phantom years... Deep in our hearts, 
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Ourselves we know that we, her children, are 
Of her vague dreams a dim and transient part. 


To all of us who tread life’s tortuous 

Path, and perform our useless deeds, she 1s 
A harbinger of peace: she offers us 

The sanctum of her fathomless abyss. 


187] Translated by 
Trina Zheleznova 


LEXEI 
OLSTOY 
1817~1875 


ALEXEI TOLSTOY 
(1817-1875) 


‘Tolstoy is an inexhaustible source of lyrics to be set to 
music; he is one of my best liked poets.” 


‘-— PYOTR TCHAIKOVSKY 


‘*,..1 consider myself fortunate because I have known a 
man as morally sound, widely educated, chivalrously 
honourable and femininely gentle as Count Alexei 
Konstantinovich Tolstoy.” 


— AFANASY FET 


A dense pine grove stands Jone in a land far away, 

And a brook through the pine grove winds merry and gay. 
How I love them. that brook and the faraway grove! 

Oft in dreams ot old days in that pine grove I rove. 

“Come and visit the shadowy grove before night 

And sit down on my bank in the soft evening light. 

For long years have I run, many tales can J tell, 

Tales of all that beside iny clear waters befell. 

I have come to this pine grove from parts far away. 

Many wonderful things did [ learn on the way. 

When the sun has gone down, when the moon’s on the rise, 
And the sparkle of stars on my still waters hes, 

Come, steal up through the dark; many things vou will hear 
Of the shadows that here m the darkness appear?” 

So it murmured and whispered. that brook, as it ran, 

And I stood and [ listened and Icaned on my gun, 

And the murmuring brook broke the silence alone 

As I stood and with sorvew recalled days long gone, 


<1843> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 
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Outside, wind and rain raise their tumult; 
Inside all by sleep is embraced. 

I walk with a sigh to the window 

Where blackly the trees can be traced. 


The sky is so dark and so gloomy; 

Not even a star can I see. 

The wind and the rain keep on raging; 
How sad this old house seems to me! 


The drops on the roof keep on drumming, 
The chandeliers tinkle aloud, 

And mice ’twixt the wall and the wardrobe 
Go rustling, running about. 


As soon as the landlord is buried 
The mice in full freedom will roam; 
The heir will abandon the manor, 
His valiant ancestors’ home. 


The house will stand empty forever 
And grass on the porch steps will grow. 
How sad to be thinking about it 

At night, with the clouds hanging low. 


1840s Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


O you stacks, you stacks 
In the meadow wide! 
Who can count you all, 
Who so eagle-eyed? 


O you stacks, you stacks 
In the green, damp bog, 
Say, what do you guard 

In the morning fog? 
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“Gentle passer-by, 

We were once fair flowers; 
Scythe-blades mowed us down 
In the early hours. 


“And they scattered us 
O’er the meadowland; 

From each other here 

Far apart we stand. 


“From an evil guest 
No defence is there: 
Perching on our crests, 
Crows our bodies tear, 


‘On our very heads, 
Blackening the skies, 
Jackdaws weave their nests 
With outlandish cries. 


“O you eagle proud, 

In the heights you glide; 
Come, fly down to us, 
Fearsome, fiery-eyed! 


“O you eagle proud, 
Our distress you see; 
Do not let the crows 
Bring us misery! 


‘“Haste to punish them, 
Smite them from the sky, 
Drive them far and wide, 
Make their feathers fly! 


‘Send them scattering 
O’er the boundless steppe; 
By the roaring wind 

Let the crows be swept!” 


1840s Translated by 
ty g - Dorian Rottenberg 


* * * 


By chance once, amidst all the bustle 
And vain, worldly cares of the ball 

I caught sight of you, but some mystery, 
Had veiled your fair face from us all. 


I remember your eyes, full of sadness, 
Your voice had a magical sound, 

It tinkled hke flutes in the distance, 
Like playful waves lapping the strand. 


Your slender form seemed so enchanting, 
So pensive in every part, 

And your laugh at once sad and entrancing 
From that moment I| kept in my heart. 


In the long hours and lonely of darkness 
When I’m weary I love to he quiet, 

And I see your sad eyes through the darkness 
And hear your gay voice in the night. 


And sadly I drift into sleep then 

And dream of I know not what, 

And it seems to me then that I Jove you, 
Though whether I do—TI know not. 


185] Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Afield with a gun in the moonlight I ride. 

My faithful horse moves at a leisurely stride. 

I dream about her, while the bridle hangs loose. 
Step lightly, my horse, on the glittering dews! 

But suddenly from my sweet dreams [ awake; 

An unknown companion my reverie breaks; 

He’s dressed like myself, on a horse like my own, 
His shotgun like mine shines beneath the full moon. 
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“Who are you, 0 stranger?” I ask him apace. 
‘“There’s something familiar to me in your face. 
Pray tell me, what brought you so late in the night 
And why do you laugh with such scorn and such spite?” 
“O rider, I laugh at your fanciful dream. 

How crudely yourself you deceive! 

Her feeling—1is’t genuine love, do you deem? 

And yours—is it love, you believe? 

Professing so hotly your passion, good sir, 

"Tis really yourself that you love and not her! 
Awaken! No mystery is she for you! 

Your passion you soon will forget. 

By chance did you meet in the vain world, you two, 
And so will you part as you met. 

I do not know whether to faugh or to cry 

When hearing how heavily, comrade, you sigh!” 
All’s silent around. All’s asleep within sight. 

My comrade dissolves in the mist of the night. 

In the moonlight, alone, to sad musings I yield 

As I ride on my faithful old horse through the field. 


185] Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* -* * 


’Twas not a night wind what caressed 
The moonlit leaves and set them stirring. 
You touched the heart within my breast, 
And like the leaves it knows no rest, 

Like harpstrings quivering and whirring. 
Life’s blizzard tossed it, helpless thing, 
And in its onslaught death-instilling 
With wail and whistle tore the strings, 
Buried them under snowdrifts chilling. 
Your voice, though, falls upon my ear 
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ISS, Translated by 
| Dornan Rottenberg 
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In vain vou try to quell vour restless spirit: 

Long dave Thien edb whet steerp pal burs 
Ahen te wour soul is meek subrussion, 

Yorn and distraught, for hberty it vearns. 


Yet all ats anguish, all its unseen torture, 
Aldiuts discordant doubts and misery, 

All harsh notes now at war with one another 
Che tinal hear will blend in harmeny. 


AM toodmirgs thd oes samt 1 van abs oemeed 
In vour proud heart will fuse into one urge, 


And then the searing discord of their voices 
Will in a solemn cadence be submerged. 


<1856> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


CRIMEAN SKETCHES 
I 


Above the dizzy, daunting ridges 

The sky, suffused with vapour, sleeps. 

There, parting North and South, its vigil 

The jagged wall of mountains keeps. 

There, foe of joy, in wintry bleakness, 

The angry god of snow and hoar 

Toys with his playthings—storm and blizzard, 
And howls into the canyon’s horn. 

But here fresh roses spread their fragrance: 
In vain with vortices of snow 

Enraged, the flowering shore he threatens; 
Unharmed, the seacoast lies below. 

Here laurels, guarded from all dangers 

By fair Diana, glisten green 

Above the sea deep-blue and ageless; 

Here, full of youth, Spring reigns supreme. 


2 
Torrid midday’s steeped in languor; 
Leaves hang limp in silence deep. 
On a rose, mid petals fragrant, 
Lulled, a beetle lies asleep. 
And among the rocks beginning, 
Where the wind-torn bushes cling 
Single-toned, forever singing, 
Runs a nferry mountain spring. 
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Remember tha cvcniag. de aunderiig hilaw s, 
The dog-rase, the mghtingale’s song, 

The sprig of acacia pinned to veur bounet 

That swaved as we cantered along! 


ions the giey toe Rood With Glam betrrg staper ines 
The read ran, a narrow white band. 

In silence together we rode bv the seaside 

With loud-beating hearts, hand-in-hand. 


You beamed braver yan saedelle gaud) ciacetidl and bovedy, 
Plucked roses the colour of dawn, 

The long tlowing mane of vour httle bay pou 

With panience and love te adorn. 


At umes, disobedient, the folds of vour habu 

Got caught in the rosebush, while vou 

Lawghed. habt Qcaties Creature wih Howers on vour Bere’, 
Your horse and vour hauds wet with dew. 


Remenibdet (Re nese af die ran uurlired forrent, 
Its foam and its ghttering spray, 

And haw oar masfartanes sconicd pase and forgotten 
Our troubles seemed far, far away. 


0 
Mists curl iv canvons far away. 
A keener scent mandnight’s chill 
Arises from wild caraway, 
And watertalls sound louder still. 
Ithamined by the bulhant moon, 
How clear the meuntain suniits show! 
Steeped in its silver bwilight gloom, 
The Baidar vallev hes below. 
Above us are the mooulit skies, 


Beneath our feet the chasm sheer, 
While all around dew, sparkling, lies 
Upon the leaves like great big tears. 


No sign is there of worldly strife. 

The manacles of earthly life 

I feel no more. No hope, no fear 

Is there to overwhelm me here. 

What will be and what was before 

Is all the same to me—what bore 

Me down towards the earth like chains 

Has gone with daytime’s cares and pains, 
Drowned in the moon's ethereal light... 
Where will my thoughts now stcer their flight? 
As if in some dim, magic dream 

To ride along the brink I seem. 

And, leaning, timid as a fawn, 

Towards me, dear one, you are drawn... 


Is it not in a dream I see 

The stars on high above the sea 
The horses treading cautiously, 
Your bosom breathing anxiously... 
Is it the moon deceitfully 

Shining down, as if teasing me, 

Or dreams? If so, for heaven’s sake, 
I wish I never might awake! 
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As always, filled with sorrow sore 

You came into this poor old house 

On which the cannonballs of war 

Had thundered down in fiery showers. 


But now young ivy, twining round 
Its walls, war’s traces has concealed. 
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Has my love not yet likewise wound 
Around your wounds, have they not healed? 


9 


I bow to you in grief, O house where men once dwelled, 
To you, o lifeless oaks that lie around here felled, 

To you, 0 azure sea, o cliffs so white and sheer, 

You orchard, once so green, now overgrown and sear! 

O house once full of cheer, to weary passers-by 

You stl give welcome shade on middays hot and dry. 
Though ravaged and abused, your sombre walls still stand; 
How sorrowful you now appear, once tall and grand! | 


As, pensive, I come in through the familiar door, 

On your forbidding walls, hospitable before, 
Inscriptions left by foes now harshly strike my eye; 
With drawing vile and crude and evil-mannered joke 
In triumph base our land they slur and vilify 

And demonstrate contempt for our brave Russian folk 
And with derisive, boastful words distort the truth, 
Trying to justify their deeds beneath this roof. 


As, sighing, through the gaunt and lifeless rooms I pass, 
An owl darts silent from a broken looking-glass; 

Into a distant corner runs a frightened mouse; 

Traces of rapine, murder, mocking words and threats, 
Dust, ruin everywhere defile the empty house, 

While from outside into the house the window lets 

A fragrant crimson rose; clasping a marble ledge, 

It blossoms, blithe, as if Nature had made a pledge 

To make up for the enemy’s atrocious deeds 

With beauty before which all vice, all sin recedes. 


A lizard in among the sunlit stones and leaves, 

Bright as an emerald, its way through litter weaves. 
Content, it plays here in the deathly, grave-like quiet 
Where dust-specks dance about, suspended in clear light. 


But twilight comes apace, and gradually gloom 


Descends upon the bay, the shore, the rocks, the room; 
More stars show in the sky, the garden grows more dark, 
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And flowers and scented herbs smell sweeter in the park. 
Upon the broken porch I sit alone and muse. 
How quiet! How clearly comes the seawaves’ distant noise! 


12 


Bright the sun; the coming tempest 
Brings a change into the sea: 

In between the streaks of azure 
Sparks of emerald I see. 


On a rock I'll sit here waiting 
While the sea upheaves great ships 
And runs up to plant moist kisses 
On the land’s dry, lovesick lips. 


And in robes of foamy ermine, 
Neptune, smote by love’s sweet bane, 
Mute with admiration, Tauris, 

At your feet will lie again. 


14 


On bivouac, near the end of day, 

A fire upon the tripod flares. 

The horses graze. Far, far away 

Is all the world with its vain cares. 
Here with you, love, I’d long to stay 
And dream of future happy years... 


But no—with lowered eyelids you 

Sit sadly and look sadly down 

Upon the bay of azure hue 

Which the green haze of trees surrounds. 


O say, what sorrow dims your eyes? 
You think of happiness, it seems; 
Like the horizon, far it lies 

And out of reach forever gleams. 
We'll never catch it up at all! 

Yet still, yet still life holds delights: 
Is’t not for you the waterfall 
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Leaps from the rocks in gorgeous might? 
Is’t not for you in midnight gloom 

Flowers spread their fragrance everywhere 
Is’t not for you from billows blue 

The sparkling, sunlit days appear? 

And this sweet evening—look, look there— 
How peacefully the heavens shine! 

There’s not a quiver in the vine; 

The sea lies motionless. Ships’ sails 

Look like the snow in mountain vales, 
Coming and vanishing away. 


What holy silence fills the day! 

Vague dreams upon our souls alight; 
Ravines lie wrapped in mists of night, 
And dove-grey mires breathe a white haze 
And all the cliffs within our sight 

Stand with the evening’s gold ablaze... 


1856-1858 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


Do not believe me, dear, when, deeply grieved, 
I say I do not love you any more. 


The sea’s betrayal at low tide do not believe — 


It will return, adoring, back to shore. 


Already with old passion fills my heart, 
And I'd give up to you my liberty. 

So from afar to their beloved parts 

The waves run back with love and loyalty. 


ee Translated by 
whe Dorian Rottenberg 


* * * 


By a halberd wounded, stands a birchtree tall. 

Down the silver birchbark pearly teardrops roll. 

Do not cry, o birchtree, spare your teardrops pure; 
Your wound is not fatal; it will heal, be sure. 

New leaves will adorn you, young and shining leaves, 
But my heart love-wounded nothing will relieve. 


1856 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


when all around the sombre woods lie soundless 
11 cvening’s hush, 

When from my very heart sweet-sounding verses 
It seems, would gush, 

When in reproach to me rustles the wheatfield 
Or green-leaved tree, 

When righteous wrath and hot, impetuous feelings 
Well up in me, 

When all my life impenetrable darkness 
Like death, enshrouds, 

When in the dark a ray of hope, before me sparkling, 
Breaks through the clouds, 

Mid cares, mid all the worldly entertainments 
Which I pursue 

My soul in hope and doubt, in dire bereavement 
Calls out to you; 

My mind will not put up with separation — 
You are too dear — te 

I long to clasp your hand in adoration, 
To have you near... 


1856 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* * * 


Year after year burns my heart, glowing hotter and hotter, 
Plunged in Society’s life, immersed in it as in cold water. 
Like, red-hot steel in a furnace, aboiling life set it. 

Life, you were cruel to me, so cruel, I can never forget 1! 
In indignation I seethe, full of pain and of sorrow, 

Yet will not turn to cold steel, neither today nor tomorrow. 


1856 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* * * 


At times, amid life’s noise, among its empty cares 

A sudden gush of anguished thought my bosom sears 
And drives your image from my sorrow-stricken soul. 
But when at last I’m left in solitude and all 

The day's anxieties and vain pursuits are past 

Then life’s false, futile stir subsides in me at last, 

And like a lake my soul transparent, lucid stays, 

And to its deepest deeps then penetrates my gaze, 
And, imperturbed and calin, my mind, by love inspired, 
Reflects your form and face, beloved and desired, 

And clearly in those depths I see my hidden treasure — 
The love I feel for you, beyond account and measure. 


<1857> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* *K * 


As his bow touched the strings, his dark hair 
Fell on eyes like a madman’s aflame, 


AA. 


Far and wide in the silence of night 

Flowed the violin’s magical strain. 

And its song, so persuasive yet false, 

Told the heart an impossible tale, 
Irridescent, of serpentine hue, 

Lured one, caused one’s torn conscience to quail. 
An accusing voice rose; in response 
Sobbed self-justification’s low choir, 

And the powerless will tried to cope 

With the tempest of mounting desire. 

And in vapour-veiled waves rose the shore 
Of a homeland forgotten, alack! 

Words unearthly arose from the void, 
With reproach, calling one to go back. 

And one’s heart beat so loud and so fast, 
And it grew irremediably clear: 

All the bliss that was promised was lost, 
Lost the bliss that had once been so near. 
And a merciless, yawning abyss 

Drew its victim towards it, it seemed, 

While the moon that had climbed to the peak 
Of its starry blue path, brightly gleamed; 
And the strings’ song was vibrant and loud, 
Dying down and resuming again, 

And the player’s pale face was lit up 

By the hot punch’s furtive blue flame. 


1857 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


Enrolled in neither camp, in both a casua!} guest, 

I would be glad to raise a good sword for the truth, 
But’tis my secret lot both credoes to contest, 

And neither side as yet has put me under oath. 
Unbought and unaligned, no matter under whose 
Banner I’d chance to stand, if any I should choose, 
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Unable to endure old friends’ hot jealousy, 
I'd champion the colours of the enemy! 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


Clearer comes the skylark’s singing, 
Brighter are the springtime flowers, 
Full of beauty are the heavens, 

Full of joy the heart inspired. 


Melancholy’s fetters bursting, 
Casting off dull habit’s chains, 
New life like a tide comes surging, 
Triumphs over all restraints. 


Fresh and young the harmonies 

Of strength renewed and mighty growth... 
Taut strings shuddering between 

High heaven and the earth. 


<1858> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Autumn. Our poor garden sheds its last summer clothes. 
Yellow leaves fall fluttering as the north wind blows. 
Only in the distance there, far down in the vale 

Sprigs of bright red bird-cherry, fading, Autumn hail. 
Sad and happy all at once is my heart today. 
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Silently I press your hand, and drive the cold away. 
Looking deep into your eyes, silent tears I shed, 
And my words of love for you all remain unsaid. 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


My passion’s gone, and now its restless fire 
No longer tears my troubled heart in two. 
And yet my love for you will not expire; 
How vain and false seems all that is not you, 
How colourless and dead the world entire! 


No longer boiling without cause or sense, 
My blood again flows calmly in my veins, 
But my base life I cannot recommence; 
And yet, as warm as ever and intense 

O dearest one, my love for you remains. 


So, down from Nature’s sombre-visaged height, 
From overhanging rocks, a gushing stream 

From the domain of clouds both day and night 
Bears the same waters through the steppeland green 
And, calm and deep, flows on and out of sight. 


<1858> ‘Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


When all of Nature is aquiver and ashine 

And when its colours are so warm, alive and bright, 
One’s spirit languorously sinks in space sublime 
And, steeped in bliss, sheds widely spreading light. 
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But on a modest, mild and quiet autumn day, 

When the moist air is grey and less of earth is seen, 
My fancy humble Nature fails to entertain; 

Her feeble pressure I withstand and stay serene. 

My sober mind is open to strong inspirations; 

My life is centred in my soul; it seems 

Of countless visions to invite the visitation, 

Just like a fireglass which gives birth to brilhant beams. 


I take my rifle from its nail and I go hence 

And walk through winter wheat by a dark road, 

Looking at rows of hay-ricks, at the broken fence, 

The mill and tranquil pond, the hillside wild, unploughed, 
The quiet stream that through the marshland cuts its bed, 
And enter a cold wood with maples glowing red, 

With yellow birches and with oaks still standing green 
Which sorrowfully tear-like dew-drops on me shed. 


But I go on and on, lost in my blissful dreams, 

And branches left half-naked hang above my head. 

And all the while my thoughts form into measured lines, 
The words come freely, led along by ringing rhymes, 


And in my spirit all is strange and sweet and light, 
And everything around appears unusually quiet, 
And underneath my feet leaves rustle in the dell, 
Emitting a delightful, pungent, fragrant smell. 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


A tear is sparkling in your jealous eye; 

Do not be sad, you are still dear to me! 
Yet I can love only when free am I; 

The shores of life too close, too narrow lie 
To hold my love as boundless as the sea. 
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When countless worlds were summoned from the night 
By the Divinest Word’s creative force, 

Love, like the sun, infused them with its light; 

Yet only seldom do its rays alight 

Upon our earth from Love’s eternal source. 


And striving avidly to find those rays, 

Eternal Beauty’s glimpse we catch at times; 

In rustling woods its image meets our gaze, 

In gushing torrents’ cool, transparent sprays, 

In flowers which swaying, speak of her, sublime. 


And hence, the love we feel on earth is split; 
The weeping willow whispering o’er a stream, 
A woman’s tender glance suffused with it, 
The stars above, the heavens brightly lit— 
We cannot love them with one love supreme. 


Yet do not grieve —all earthly woe will pass; 
Wait for a while—our thralldom cannot last: 
One universal love will soon join us, 

One endless love—no sea can be more vast— 
Which all our earthly feelings will surpass. 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


RAPHAEL’S MADONNA 


Casting on Him her gentle shadow, 
Her Son the Virgin bends to bless: 
Heavenly love upon the picture 
Outshadows earthly loveliness. 


And He, in His divine clairvoyance, 
Looking ahead with lucid eyes, 
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Already challenging to battle 
The world, sees Calvary arise. 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


The wave splits and splashes and sends up its spray; 
On me its salt water it spills. 

Unmoving, I sit on a stone, and my soul 
Unaccountable bravery fills. 


The rollers come in as the tide ebbs and flows, 
Foam covers each silvery crest. 

Oh, whom shall I challenge to battle today 

To put my new powers to the test? 


I feel in my heart that life’s full of delight; 
The waves drive all sorrow from me, 

Their thunder and splashing awaken my soul, 
As gaily aroused as the sea. ° 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


* * * 


The sea does not foam, and the waves do not roar, 
The leaves on the trees do not stir, 

And silence reigns deep on the sea-waters clear, 
The world in their mirror upturned. 
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I sit on a stone and the silver clouds sleep 
High up in the sky over me. 

My soul is reposeful, its calm is so deep, 
As deep as the calin of the sea. 


<1858> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


A hush descends upon the yellow fields; 

From darkening hamlets through the chilly air 

Fly quivering chimes. My heart still bleeds and yields 
To pangs of parting verging on despair. 


And each reproach I recollect anew. 

Each word of welcome I repeat again 

Which, dearest love, I would have said to you, 
Had it not buried in my soul remained. 


<1862> Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


It happened in the early spring, 

The grass was scarcely seen, 

Streams babbled, heat had not set in, 
The trees but touched with green; 


The shepherd’s horn to greet the dawn 


Did not yet ring out early, 
And in the pine forests, the fern 
Was tender still and curly. 
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It happened in the early spring 
And underneath the birch-tree 
That, with a smile most promising, 
You sank your eyes before me. 


It was in answer to my love 
You let your lashes drop— 
O life! O woods! O sun above! 
O youth! O sweetest hope! 


One look at your sweet face would bring 
The first tears flowing freely... 

It happened in the early spring 

And underneath the birch-tree. 


It happened in our morning-time. 
What bliss, what grief immersed me! 
O woods! O life! O sweet sunshine! 
O fresh scent of the birch-tree! 


1871 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


On high, transparent clouds serenely, slowly roll; 

Like strips of fog, they intercept.the sun's soft beam 
And stain, alternately, the distance bluish-green 

Or pallid-gold. Quiet, friendly greetings peaceful Fall 
Extends to all of us. There are no colours bright 

Either on earth or in the heavenly height, 

Nor any jagged contours. Now the world is past 

The season of luxuriant powers and tremours vast. 
Desire has gone to sleep. Old charm has been replaced 
By a new beauty. Summer’s bright, exultant rays 

Have ceased to fall upon the world: with the last warmth 
Replete, it lies. The humble hedge-flowers blossom forth, 
While in the fields dry stalks left from the grass 
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Are cloaked with gossamer—a quivering, weightless mass, 
And whirling lazily amid the windless copse, 

Leaf after yellow leaf in silence earthward drops. 

As if one charmed, I stand and watch them in their flight 
And seem to hear them whisper softly in the quiet: 

Calm has embraced the world enure—embrace it too, 

O poet, faithful champion of beauty! You 

Must now make final score of all your lifelong toil! 

How diligently did you cast into the soil 

Abandoncd by all others,Beauty’s sacred seed? 

And have you put your heart into your task indeed, 
Have you performed it conscientiously, 

And is your mortal days’ crop rich or beggarly? 


1874 Translated by 
Dorian Rottenberg 


1821~1878 


NIKOLAI NEKRASOV 


(LS2 1-187) 


*“Nekrasov is dead. I last saw him one month betore he 
died... When I got home and found I couldn't sit my selt 
down to work, I took down all three volumes of Nekrasoy 
and started in right from page one. I was up all night ull 
six in the morning. living those thirty vears again from 
start to finish. The first four poems that open his first 
volume of verse appeared in the Petersburg Collection that 
carried my first short storv. Then, as I read on and on 
(and IT read nonstop) mv own hte flashed bv... In short, I 
re-read close to two thirds of Nekrasow’s work in that one 
night and for the first. literally the verv first ume. I 
realised just how much the peet Nekrasov had meant to 
mein all those thirty vears.” 


— FYODOR DOSTOYEVSkY., 
A Writer's Journal, US77. 


“wf when vou receive this letter, Nekrasov is sull 
drawing breath, tell him that I dearly loved Nekrasov the 
man, that I thank him tor thinking so kindly of me, that | 
embrace him and that 1 am convinced his fame is tor all 
ume, that Russia shall alwavs love her most noble, her 
most brilliant of poets. I weep tor him. He was truly a 
most lofty. a most noble soul. a grand mind. As tor 
Nekrasov the poet. he is, bevond all doubt. the supreme 
Russian poet.” 


— NIRKOLAI CHERNYSHEVSAYL, Letter 
fo Al Pynin, 14 August 1877. 
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CONTEMPORARY ODE 


Good fortune has blessed you with virtues 
In others not usually found, 

Let the heavens above be my witness 
That for you ny respect is profound... 


You won’t offend villains unduly, 

And you'll even help scoundrels, or worse, 
And you never robbed widows or orphans 
Of money to fatten your purse. 


You don’t curry the powerful man’s favour 
When you want some small service or other, 
And you have no ulterior motive 

When you leave hin alone with vour daughter, 


You’re not snobbish about your low kinsmen: 
“The muzhiks are our brothers in Christ!” 
You dot drive off your long-bearded Cousins 


By applying the boot and the fist. 


And as for the wealth in your coffers, 

I won't ask you from where it’s all come, 
Since I know it was sent down from Heaven 
In reward for the good that you've done. 


Good fortune has blessed you with virtues 
In others not usually found. 
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Let the heavens above be my witness 
That for you my respect is profound... 


1845 Translated by 
Alex Muller 


When from the dark morass of error 

With passionate words of reassurance 

I pulled your fallen soul to safety; 

When, full of deep and bitter anguish, 

You wrung your hands, wept and upbraided 
Yourself for your own fatal weakness; 
When, punishing with recollection 
Conscience that can too soon forget, 

Telling the long and dismal story 

Of what had been before we met, 


And, covering your face abruptly, 

Filled with sheer horror and remorse, 
Completely overwhelmed and shattered, 
You burst into a flood of tears— 


I was not unconcerned, believe me, 
And not one syllable was missed. 

I understood, child of misfortune; 
All was forgiven, all dismissed. 

So why, then, are you prone so often 
To secret doubt and vacillation? 

Are you another one to value 

The mob’s insensate condemnation? 


Do not believe the lying rabble, 

Try to forget your haunting doubts, 
And in your heart, morbidly fearful, 
Do not conceal oppressive thoughts! 
Cherish no viper in your bosom, 
Grieving in vain with no just cause. 
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Walk in, unfalteringly, boldly, 
The rightful mistress of my house! 


1845 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


THE TROIKA 


Why d’you stare so entranced at the highroad 
While your comrades stand laughing apart? 
See, your forehead and cheeks are on fire now 
At the panic that’s stricken your heart. 


Why d’you try to run after the troika 

As it gallops along on its way?.. 

Hands on hips, a young cornet has seen you, 
And he can’t tear his bold eyes away. 


There’s no man could be blained just for staring, 
Or for falling in love at first sight: 

Oh, so coyly the red ribbon flutters 

In those tresses as black as the night! 


On the flush of your cheek that’s so swarthy 
Blooms the lightest of down, and the eye 
That’s so bright under eyebrow high-arching 
Is alert, full of mischief, and sly. 


Just a glance from that coy, black-eyed maiden 
Weaves a magic to kindle the blood: 

The old man will be lavish with presents, 

The youth languish in amorous mood. 


For a time, you can live free and easy, 
So enjoy fun and games while you can... 
But your destiny’s not in that troika, 
For you'll marry some oaf of a man. 
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With an apron tied under your armpits, 

You'll toil on till you’re winsome no more, 

You'll be thrashed by your hard-to-please husband, 
And you'll slave for your mother-in-law. 


In the throes of harsh manual labour 

You must fade, theugh you never once bloomed, 
Toa nightmare of nursing, of toiling 

And of eating unfailingly doomed. 


On the face that’s so lively and eager 
All too soon there'll begin to appear 

A blank look of long-suffering patience 
And unending, unreasoning fear. 


In a damp and chill grave they will bury, 

Once you’ve come to the end of the road, 

The young strength that was wasted for nothing, 
And the breast in which love never glowed. 


So don’t look down the road with such yearning 
As the troika flies past, and don’t start 

To run after it. Stifle forever 

The wild hopes in your fluttering heart! 


You won’t catch up those mettlesome horses, 
So just banish the thought from your mind. 
Drunk the driver; to some other maiden 
That young officer flies like the wind. 


1846 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


BIRTHPLACE 
So here they are again, the old familiar places 
Where my forefathers’ life, so empty and so fruitless, 


Was spent in feasting, drinking, foul depravity, 
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Meaningless arrogance and petty tyranny; 

Where a whole swarm of meek, oppressed and trembling slaves 
Could watch their masters’ hounds and envy them their lives; 
Where | was destined first to see this world’s fair light, 
Where I first learned to suffer, where I first learned to hate: 
But where I kept my hate well hidden from the eye, 

And where, sometimes, a real landowner too was I; 

And where so quickly all the blissful peace of mind 

Fled from a soul that was depraved before its time; 

Where, far too soon, unchildlike passions and desires 
Tortured my being prematurely with their fires 

My memories of the youthful days that people call, 

Too pompously, a time that’s truly wonderful, 

Filling my heart with spleen and bitterness, 

Now pass before my eyes in all their loveliness... 


A dark, dark garden... Down that distant avenue, 

Whose mournful face flits past, half-hidden from the view? 
Mother of mine, I know the reasons for your grief, 

Only too well I know who ruined your whole hfe. 

Wed to a gloomy and an ignorant husband, you 

Never once put your hopes on what could not come true. 
You feared the very thought of fighting destiny, 

You suffered like a slave meekly and silently... 

And yet I know that yours was not a passionless soul, 

For it was proud, and resolute, and beautiful. 

Yet with your dying breath you nonetheless forgave 

The man whose cruelty had made of you a slave! 


And you, that shared the uncomplaining misery, 

The grief and shame of her appalling destiny, 

You, dearest sister of my heart, you too are gone. 
Driven by shame from that insufferable home 

Of peasant concubines and hunting hounds, you gave 
Yoursclf to one you did not even know or love... 

You followed in your mother’s footsteps all the way, 
And on your face, when finally in death you lay, 

Was such a chilling, utterly relentless smile 

That even your executioner wept for a while. 


Here is the old grey house... No life here any more, 
No women, dogs, clowns, servants. What was 1t like before? 
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I can remember well what life was like for all: 

Little and big things equally oppressed the soul. 

Pd run to Nurse... Ah, Nurse, how many bitter tears 
Have I shed for her im my lonely, anguished hours! 
It moves me even when simply hear her name, 

ve thought of her with sad affecuon many a ume... 


I can so very clearly now recall to mind 

That she was foolishly and damagingly kind. 

My heart is filled again with hate and bitterness... 
No! In my youth, rebelhous, harsh and comfortless. 
I find no memories to ease my aching heart; 

But all that tangled up my life right from the start 
And hangs like a relentless curse over mv head — 
All Forte in this place where I was born and bred.. 


Now, casting in disgust mv restless eves around, 

Reheved, I see the g gloomy pinewood’s been cut down. 

My refuge and my home on scorching summer davs. 

The cor nfields are burnt up: idly the cattle graze, 

Their heads bent low above the streamlet’s ak led-up bed, 
The empty, gloomy house leans over on one side. 

Where, to the clink of glasses and strains of drunken song. 
Were heard the sufled groans of ceaseless suffering. 

And only he whose presence so oppressed us all 

Could freely live, and breathe. and act of his own will. 


1846 Translated by 
) Alex Miller 


Whether I ride through the streets in the darkness. 
Whether I hark to the wind and the rain, 

Friend of mine, ailing and helpless and homeless, 
How your pale ghost comes to haunt me again: 
Anguished my thoughts since the dav that we parted. 
Life never gave you ‘affection or care. 

Poor was your father, morose and black-hearted: 
Wife you became, though vour love was elsewhere. 
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Cruel was the husband that destiny gave you; 
Violent, desperate, savage was he. 

You were too stubborn for him to enslave you, 
Luckless your lot when you left him for me. 


Do you remember me, hungry and ailing, 

Slowly succumbing to weakness and gloom? 

White were the clouds of our breath that went sailing 
Into the air of our cold little room. 

Do you remember the chimney flues sighing, 

Rain on the windows, the feeling of death? 

Do you remember our little son crying, 

And how you warmed his cold hands with your breath? 
Meanwhile, the daylight was steadily fading, 

Shrill was the infant’s keen wail in our ears. 

Sull the babe wept, till it died in its wailing. 

Poor one! What use are our desperate tears? 

Grief and starvation are all that’s before us, 

Soon we shall join our dead child in its sleep. 

Let the mean landlord buy three coffins for us, 

And let our grave be as wide as it’s deep. 


Well I remember you, white-faced and shrinking, 
As we Sat grieving in silence apart. 

Dark were the thoughts you were secretly thinking. 
Bitter the struggle you fought in your heart. 

I fell asleep, never saw you leave, wearing 

All your best clothes, as if off to be wed, 

After an hour you came back in haste, bearing 
Baby a coffin and father a spread. 

Gone was the hunger that gnawed us so badly. 
Candlelight banished the darkness inside. 
Dressed we our son and we laid him out sadly. 
Were we in luck, or was God on our side? 

I never asked for, and you didn’t offer, 

Any confession at all, 

Save that we sobbed as we looked at each other, 
Save that my heart was more bitter than gall. 


Where are you now? Has vile poverty maimed you, 
Broken you till you can struggle no more? 


Or has the usual way of life claimed you, 
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Left you to meet the grim fate that’s in store? 
Who will protect you from life’s tender mercies? 
You will be called by a terrible name. 

Only in me will the half-spoken curses 

Rise, and fall helpless again. 


1847 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


If, in torments of turbulent passion, 
Your dear friend loses all self-control, 
And arouses a bitter resentment 

In your timid, compassionate soul— 


Brimming over with righteous anger, 
Pay him back with distress for distress 
For the feelings his jealousy started, 

For the fury he roused in your breast. 


Let your answer be proud indignation, 
Put his tears and excuses to shame, 

And hit back with unsparing reproaches— 
Give your own bitter chagrin full rein. 


But when once your first anger 1s over, 

And you grasp the true cause of his sickness, 
And your friend, who’s so jealous, but loves you, 
Is only awaiting forgiveness — 

Then, forgetting the hateful words spoken, 
Don’t reproach him unduly, to stir 

All the agonised gnawings of conscience 

In a man who’s recovered once more. 


He’s already paid more than he ought to 
For his shameful outburst of suspicion, 
With those tears full of deeply felt anguish, 
And remorse, and belated contrition. 


1847 | Translated by 
AlD6 Alex Miller 


* * * 


You are always so kind and so thoughtful, 
But, whenever I’m plunged in dejection, 
Then your cheerful and bantering nature 
Is my comfort and my inspiration. 


Yes, your mirth is so carefree and gentle, 

Of my foes you speak only with scorn, 

Or you bow your sweet head as in mourning, 
And that’s when I must laugh in my turn. 


You're so kind, though not free with caresses, 
And there’s such a fierce fire in your kiss, 
And whenever your eyes look upon me, 

I am blessed with such solace and peace, 


That with you, the worst heartache and sorrow 
I can humbly and sensibly bear, 

And I look out towards that dark ocean 

With no trace of the usual fear... 


1847 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


Last evening after five I slipped 
Into Sennaya Place 

And saw a peasant maiden whipped 
In token of disgrace. 


No sound or murmur uttered she: 

The knout swished through the air. 
And to the Muse I said, “You see, 

That is your sister there!”’ 


1847 Translated by 
AX Alex Miller 


a 


I do not like your moods of irony; 

That’s for those past their time or yet to live, 

But you and I, who are so much in love, 

In whom the feelings and the passions thrive, 
Are still too young to fall beneath their sway. 


While still, with modesty and tenderness, 

You would endeavour to prolong our meeting, 
While in my heart, with such rebelliousness, 
Jealous alarm and dreams are seething, 

Don’t speed the parting that must come to pass. 


It is already not so far away: 

We seethe more violently as love grows older; 
But deep within, the cold reigns secretly... 
Torrents in autumn rage more turbulently, 
But even so their waters run much colder. 


1850 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


We are both such emotional people! 

We flare up if the least thing provokes us! 
But a few bitter words harshly spoken 
Bring relief to the tension that irks us. 


So whenever you’re angry, come out with 
The least thing that oppresses your spirit, 
For peace will come sooner and easier 

If it isn’t restrained and kept secret. 


If, in love, prose cannot be avoided, 
Then let’s take all the joy it can offer; 
Love’s return is so rich, so rewarding, 
When the quarrel is finally over... 


1851 Translated by 
A Alex Miller 


THE MUSE 


No, no, I can recall no sweet-voiced melody 

Sung by the Muse in all her beauty over me; 

Nor, soundless as a spirit from the upper air, 

Did she once condescend to teach my youthful ear 

The magic harmonies of music. She did not 

leave me her flute among the blankets in my cot, 

Nor, in the midst of adolescent fun and games, 

Did she disturb my mind with vague and cloudy dreams, 
Nor suddenly appear to my enraptured gaze 

As a fair, loving maiden m those happy days 

When the young blood is drained, as in a hectic fever, 
By Love and by the Muse, invariably together... 

But far too early in my life I was oppressed 

By a quite different Muse who Jacked all tenderness, 
Unhappy travelling companion of the poor, 

Born for hard labour, suffering, chains and nothing more — 
The Muse that weeps and groans and suffers agonies 
Ever athirst and humbly begging on her knees, 

Whose one and only idol is a crock of gold... 

And to delight the new-arrival in God’s world, 

In the poor, wretched hovel, before the smoky taper, 
Broken by misery, bowed with unceasing labour, 

She sang to me, and her uncomforung refrain 
Brimmed over with eternal misery and pain. 

Unable to withhold her grief from time to ume, 
Suddenly she would weep, mingling her sobs with mine, 
Or sometimes harass and disturb my childhood dreams 
With songs of revelry... But still those dismal groans 
Rang even louder in the uproarious revelry. 

All things were heard, confused, mingled dementedly: 
Life’s trivial bustle with its nasty, petty schemes, 

The beauty unalloyed of adolescent dreams, 

Love, strangled by too many tears and doomed to fail, 
Curses, complaints and threats, but all to no avail. 

Then in her madness she would swear that she’d begin 
A bitter struggle with the injustice borne by man, 
Yielding herself to wild and sombre gaiety, 

She seized hold of my cradle, and rocked it frenziedly, 
Crying “Revenge! Revenge!” In language harsh and ferce 
She called the thunder of the Lord down on her foes! 
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In the embittered, though still loving, gentle breast 

The fits of savage cruelty were fated not to last, 

But simmered down, and then quite suddenly 

All the unbridled rage and desperate grief 

Would be atoned for by a moment, all too brief, 

When the long suffering Muse in a soft whisper said: 
“Forgive your enemies”, and meekly bowed her head. 
And so that ever-weeping maiden’s harsh refrains 
Caressed my hearing with their stern and sombre strains, 
Until, at last, the inevitable time came round, 

And with her in a battle to the death I joined. 

But she was slow to sever the deep and lasting ties 

That had bound us together since my childhood days. 
Violence, Starvation, Toil and Evil in this life— 

She led me through them all, but kept me ever safe. 
She taught me how to bear my sufferings unappalled, 
And blessed me that I might recount them to the world. 


1851 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


THE UNREAPED PATCH 


Late autumn. The rooks have departed somewhere, 
The forest is stripped and the fields are all bare. 

But see, there’s a patch of unharvested corn, 

And the thoughts it awakens are sad and forlorn. 
The ears seem to say, as they bend their heads low: 
‘How dismal in autumn to hear the winds blow. 

How dismal that soon, willy-nilly, we must 

Bow down ull our ripe, juicy ears sweep the dust. 
And all birds that chance to come winging this way 
Are eager to devour us by night and by day. 

The hare tramples on us, the gale blows us down. 
But where is our ploughman? And what’s to be done? 
Say, did we grow up to be worse than the rest? 

Say, did we not plumpen and ripen our best? 

We're not a whit worse than the others—oh no! 
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The grain in us ripened and swelled long ago. 

Can it be that he went to such trouble to nurse us, 

Just so that the wild autumn winds wouid disperse us’..’ 
And then the wind brings the sad answer at length: 
“Your ploughman is poorly, he hasn’t the strength. 

He knew very well what his labours were for, 

But now he can’t cope with the task any more. 

Poor fellow, he’s sick, he can’t take any food, 

Some kind of a canker is sucking his blood. 

The hands that once drove the straight furrow with pride 
Are shrivelled and dangle like thongs at his side. 

His eyes have lost lustre, the voice is half gone 

In which he would strike up a doleful refrain, 

As, steady and slow down the furrow he’d go, 

With his hand firmly gripping the shaft of the plough.” 


bd 


1854 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


VLAS 


Hatless, in a peasant’s coat 

With the collar left undone, 

Down the city streets there wanders 
Uncle Vlas, white-haired old man. 


Funds to build a church he’s raising, 
So he’s humbly seeking alms; 
Copper icon, tattered footwear, 
Jingling penitential chains. 


Tipped with iron is the wooden 

Staff he grips with one strong hand... 
Never was more grievous sinner 
Known, they say, throughout the land. 


One who with incessant beatings 
Drove his wife into her grave. 
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Shelter to long-hauted horse-thiev es 
Aud to lighwavmen be gave, 


He'd buv up the grain entirely 
From a ueighbour who was peor, 
But he wouldu’t lend a copper 
It the harvest tatled that vear, 


Shinned his own tolk, skinned the necdy— 
Greedy. miserly maslikt.. 

He was tough and harsh bv nature... 

But, at last. the lightuing struck! 


Vlas tell lly He called the healer, 

Help aman who'd gladh strip 

His last shirt from off the ploughman, 
Even take the bewgar's serip: 


Sa a vear passed, he was stuling: 

In the end he made a vow: 

He would build a chureh, so help hin, 
It death only Tet hun go. 


Visions plagued him in his fever, 
Things too horrible to tell: 

He beheld the Dav ot Judgement, 
Saw the stuners down i Hell, 


Fortured bv velentess demons, 

Bv the dreadtul Fidget Hag, 
Demons, eveballs white in faces 

By the billowing smoke turned black. 


Scorptans, snakes and crocodiles 
Roasted, carved them in the thames, 
Aud the sinners howled ia anguish 
As they gnawed therm rasty chars, 


Thev were deafened by eternal 
Thunder, chaked bv fumes and steam, 
While a great black stx-winged tiger 
Cirveled, grinning, over them. 


a Se 


Some on pointed poles were spitted, 
Others licked the burning floor. 
Vias saw listed on a Charter 

Sins that he must answer for. 


Vlas beheld the eternal darkness, 

And a seleran promise gave. 

This the Lord heard, and returned hiss 
To the bright, free world above. 


Vias gave up all his possessions, 
Left hirnself without a sutch, - 
And began collecting money 
For the building of a church. 


Since that ume he has been roaming 
Almost thirty years by now. 

He maintains hirnself by begging 
And is faithful to his vow. 


All his rugged strength of spirit 
Is devoted to his God, 

As if he had not aforetisme 
Been a slave to savage greed. 


Full of grief past consolation, 
Upright, tall, swarthy of face, 
Round the villages and cities 
Goes he at a measured pace. 


He has been to Mother Moscow, 
There’s no place for him tow far. 
He has seen the shining Caspian 
And the regal, calm Neva. 


He walks with his book * and icon, 
Muttering softly night and days, 
And the heavy chains of penance 
Clank as he goes on his way, 


A segisters of donors and donations.— Ed 
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All throughout the freezing winter 
And beneath the broiling sun, 
Calling on all Christian Russia 

To donate as best it can. 


And the passers-by give freely... 
Thus, on mites from honest toil, 
Churches of the Lord are rising 
Everywhere on Russian soil. 


1854 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


I destroyed by unremitting labour 

Life’s great festival, the years of youth. 

I was never just some fancy poet, 

Freedom’s darling and the friend of sloth. 
When the long accumulated anguish 

Boils and bubbles up within my soul, 

I compose my poems: rhyming measures 
Interrupt my usual daily toil. 

They're no worse than plain, flat prose, however, 
And they touch soft hearts with their distress, 
Like a sudden shower of teardrops raining 
Down the sorrowing face. 

I'll not boast that something of them lingers 
Somewhere in the people’s memory... 
No—in you, my crude and clumsy verses, 
There’s no free, unfettered poetry. 

There's no high, creative art within you, 

But real, living blood flows in your veins; 

In you, vengeful, fierce emotions triumph, 
In your heart, the fading love still burns; 
Love that brands the scoundrel and the dullard, 
And extols the good and pure in heart — 
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‘That same love bestows a crown of thorns 
On the helpless bard. 


1855 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


THE LAST ELEGIES 
] 


My soul is much oppressed, my dreams are joyless, 
The future seems entirely overcast, 

Habits once dear to me have lost their savour, 
Cigars taste bitter now; the die is cast! 

But you, you’ve not turned sour, faithful companion 
Of lonely thoughts and labours through the night. 
It is my fate that’s bitter. ’'ve not avoided 

The deadly canker. My mind’s sull clear and bright. 
No longer seeking trivial consolation 

In foolish, craven hopes and expectations. 

I can see all... Death comes upon me early, 

I grieve to quit this world. Still young am I. 

I am less harassed by mere petty worries, 

Hunger knocks on my door less frequently. 

At last ’m ready for some great achievement, 

But it’s too late!.. I’m like the wanderer 

Who thoughtlessly leaves on a long, long journey, 
Unready for the trials that lie 1n store. 

Pale, he stands in the middle of the roadway; 

All’s strange around him, there’s no place to rest. 
A troika passes, a wagon train creaks past, 

No one takes heed or offers him a ride. 

All go their way... His strength is failing fast. 

And then he falls... Up comes a crowd of people. 
They gather round... Can he be still alive? 

They shed for him a sad, unwanted tear, 

And with a will they bear him—to his grave. 


— 273 — 


9 
I got up early, made brief preparations, 

And started out, dawn glimmering in the skies. 

I crossed deep chasms and rugged mountain ranges, 
I swam across wide rivers and great seas. 

I fought a host of enemies, unarmed 

And single-handed, nor did I despair 

Or once complain. Respite was all I needed, 

But I could not find shelter anywhere! 

Often I fell down prone on the moist earth 

And raised my voice to heaven desperately: 

“O Lord, give me the strength to bear this load!” 
And, summoning all my strength, went on my way. 
The road’s becoming more and more familiar, 
The going will be better now, not worse. 

The domes of churches glitter bright before me, 

It is not far away, my father’s house! 

Under the burden of its tattered knapsack, 
Wheezing, and almost comically bent over, 

The pale-faced child of greed and avarice, 

My travelling companion, starving labour, 

Is leaving me. I go a different way. 

On, ever onward. But I shall not survive, 

For I am on the edge of my own grave!.. 

No one and nothing to be remembered by! 
Morning will come, the sun’s rays will shine down 
On a dead body there: all will be over! 

And in the whole wide world, one single soul 

May scarcely deign to note that I am gone... 
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Magnificent in spate is the proud river; 

Rolling majestically, the boats sail by; 

With glistening pitch their bulging sides are painted, 
And “Fame?” is written on the flags they fly. 

Along the bank run eager crowds of people, 

Their idle stares are fixed upon the boats. 

The mariners on board wave in farewell 

To those ashore, all flourishing their hats. 

The gesture’s taken up by those on land, 

And the whole river bank waves in reply. 
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But if a swell came and the boat capsized, 

Then who would take much notice anyway? 

If, unexpectedly and all alone, 

A wild groan on the river bank was heard, 

It would be drowned by all the noise and shouting 
And would not sink to the deep river bed. 
Companion of my dismal destiny, 

Go quickly from that river bank, illumined 

By the sun’s hot and unremitting glare, 

And by the motley, teeming crowd enlivened — 
When the sun’s brighter on that happy shore, 
The anguished heart can only suffer more. 


1855. Translated by 


; Alex Muller 
: * 3 


* *« * 


I am unknown, I did not seek from you 
Honour, or fame, or money as my due. 

My poems are the fruits of my sad life, 

Of hours I snatched on my rare leisure days, 
Of timorous thoughts and tears of hidden grief. 
But folly never, never did I praise 

Nor compromise with what is vile. Oh no! 

The Muse received, with purpose only firmer, 
The crown of thorns on her dishonoured brow, 
And died under the scourge without a murmur. 


1855 Translated by 


Alex Muller 


* *« * 


Struck by a loss that is irreparable, 

My soul is left despondent and defenceless. 
No pride is left, no faith with all its blessings, 
Only the poor slave’s utter helplessness! 
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Nothing can matter now. The grave’s chill gloom, 
Shame, glorv, love, hatred and injured pride, 
Even the salutary burst of fury 

That for so long warmed up the restless blood. 


1 wait... But night betravs no sign of morning. 

Just fearful darkness all around... And she 

Who could bring back the light—her lips are sealed 
As it by death: she does not speak to me. 


Face innocent of thought, filled with confusion, 
Two eves that are forever strained and dry, 

As if a tear will never glimmer in them, 

Like the dawn breaking in the morning skv. 


1855 Translated by 
na Alex Miller 
“os 
* * Ox 


Hearing of war and all its horrors, 
When battle claims another life, 

My tears are not for that same hero, 
Nor for his comrade, nor his wife... 
Alas! A wife finds consolation, 

The best of friends forgets a friend, 
But there's one human being somewhere 
Who will remember to the end! 
Amid our cheap hypocrisies 

And vileness, and prosaic affairs, 

I have myself seen this world’s only 
Sincere and unaffected tears. 

They are the tears that mothers shed 
For sons slain in the bloody fray; 
They can no more wish to forget 
Than yonder weeping willow tree 
Can lift its branches to the sky. 


1855 Translated by 
Alex Miller 
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Oh, heavy was the cross she had to bear; 

Suffer in silence, dissemble, shed no tear, 

She gave him all her passion, youth and freedom, 
But he became her executioner. 


Debarred even from the casual encounter, 
Oppressed in spirit, timorous and sad, 

She underwent without the slightest murmur 
Words that were cruel, injurious, half-mad. 


Don’t say you’ve lost your youth because my bitter 
Jealousy caused you so much suffering; 

Don't say it!.. For the grave is waiting for me, 

And you are fresher than a flower in spring. 


Don’t curse the day when you first knew you loved me, 
And when you heard those tender words from me: 

“T love you so.” The grave ts waiting for me; 

My death will recompense you utterly! 


Don’t tell me how your days drag by in boredom, 
Don’t call an ailing man your prison warder; 

The damp chill of the grave is waiting for me— 
You can look forward to a lover’s ardour! 


I know you're sick of pitying, enduring, 

And that you’ve come to love another man. 

Only have patience! ‘The grave is waiting for me! — 
Let Destiny complete what she began! 


Appalling, monstrous, murderous words to utter! 
And, like a statue, beautiful and pale, 

She wrings ber hands in anguish, does not answer... 
Could she say anything to him at all?.. 


1855 Translated by 


. Alex Muller 
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Be stlent, Muse of vengeance and ot sorrow, 
1 would not vielate another's sleep. 

We have reviled enough, we two together. 

I die alone, mv silence now I keep. 


Why should | hangartsh aad hament ay losses: 
How can that ease the burden of mv care: 
Leoathe tie very sound of wiv heart's g roaming, 
Like the farsh creakiag at a prison doer 


Ail (hinges muse cmd My Cutuve road is éarkened 
By thunderclateds, promuse ot weather toul. 

The heavens will aa saa mare briezkt above me 
Noe Cas®a wardiine ray ice me soul. 


Clear, magic rav of 'ove and resurrection, 

ln dreans and Ube ( bave SRown vou betore, 
Loc inscroaale or be brink of fadure 
[ve called on vou, but call on vou no more. 


I would not want to see the vawning chasm 
Wieck vou bave power co tlt... 

The heart can never learn to love sincerely 
When it has trred itself with too much hate. 


T8335 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


I visited vour cemetery, 

My dear fmend of these hard, hard umes, 
And in my heart even more purely, 

More radiantly vour image shines. 


Oaton, whee ourdemed Oy truck anguish, 
Wearv in body and in mind, 


It sometimes happened that I’d meet you, 
Oppressed, hard put for words to find. 


And in your laughter and your banter 
No easy solace could I find; 

They merely maddened my already 
Irascible and ailing mind. 


I thought: This blithe and carefree spirit 
And mine are far too much apart: 

And only longer did the sorrow 

Lurk at the bottom of my heart. 


Alas, those tines are gone forever, 
Compassion’s alien to youth: 

Grief without tears is quite beyond it, 
As is the joy that shows no mirth... 


You died... The storms of life abated. 
I made another woman mine. 

I saw the teardrops flow unending, 
Recalled your laughter many a time. 


Now with affection I remember 

The sadness of those bygone days; 

How much sweet tenderness and vigour 
Of spirit they could once arouse! 


I say with self-reproach and longing, 
‘Why did I have to be so wrong?” 

I often see you there before me, 
Forever living, forever young. 


Your eyes are bright, a ringlet dangles, 
You say “Cheer up, forget your cares!” 
And,deep within,your merry laughter 
Hurts far more cruelly than tears. 


1856 3 Translated by 
V at: Alex Miller 


THE SCHOOLBOY 


Quick, for God’s sake, let’s get going! 
Sky, a clump of fir-trees, sand— 
No, it’s not a cheerful journey... 
Sit beside me, my young friend! 


Barefoot, strange to soap and water, 
And your chest is almost bare... 
Don’t be shy! There’s many famous 
People went that way before. 


See, a book inside your knapsack; 
That means study. I’m no fool... 
Bet your Dad spent his last copper 
Just to send his son to school. 


And the sexton’s wife, I'll wager, 
Gave a quarter of a ruble 

That the wife of some rich merchant 
Kindly tipped her for her trouble. 


Or you’re from a servants’ family 
Freed from bondage. Never mind! 
That’s not so unusual either; 
Don’t you worry, you'll be fine! 


School will tell you how a laddie, 
In Archangel born, became 

By God’s will and his own efforts 
Wise and famous in his time.* 


Someone’s sure to stop and take you 
On to Moscow, and when you 

Go to university, 

You'll see all your dreams come true! 


There the chances are unbounded; 
Stick 1t out, lad, and work hard... 


* A reference to M. V. Lomonosov (1711-1765), scholar, scientist, 
the founder of Moscow University.— Ed. 
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That’s why I love Mother Russia, 
Love her, lad, with all my heart. 


Far from hopeless is the country, 
Far from baleful is the clime 

That can raise so many famed ones 
From the people all the tme— 


Such kindhearted, such high-minded, 
Such sincere and loving souls 

In the midst of such cold-blooded 
Pompous, self-1mportant fools! 


1856 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


My poetry! Live witness to the weeping 
That fills the world I watch! 

You’re born in minutes when with my whole being 
I feel fate’s bitter shocks, 

And at the hearts of people you go beating 
Like waves against the rocks. 


1858 Translated by 


a: . Peter Tempest 


THE LULLABY 


Coachman, stop! The heat ts killing, 
I’ve gone far enough today! 

All the villagers are busy 

In the meadows mowing hay. 
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There is just a nanny sitting 
By the posthouse, no one else. 
As she rocks the little baby, 
She is half asleep herself. 


She is crooning with an effort, 
And she yawns incessantly. 

I sit on the steps beside her, 
While she murmurs drowsily: 


“Like the humble little grass-blade, 
You must bend your head down low 
If, in this hard world an orphan, 
You would know but little woe. 


‘Force can break the little straw-blade; 
Even lower bow your head, 

And you'll reach the top much sooner 
In the great big world outside. 


“You'll rise in that world, you'll freely 
Hobnob with high-ranking folk, 

And with young and comely women 
You'll crack many a daring joke. 


“Easy-going, free and idle, 

Life will pass right merrily...” 
“Really, what disgraceful rubbish! 
Nurse, you hand that child to me!” 


‘Take it, then. Where have you come from?” 
“From the city—driving by.” 
‘Rock the baby. I'll snatch forty 
Winks.... Sing it a lullaby!” 


“By all means, nurse! I will gladly 
Sing the child to sleep, of course. 
But I have a favourite ditty 

And it’s not at all like yours... 


‘“Hushabye! In vile sloth lulling 
Lives of wise ones base and vile, 
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Be it cursed, the vile, corrupting 
Wisdom of the imbecile! 


‘Underneath our native heavens, 
Not a single growing shoot 
Of the life that’s Clean and decent 
Has so much as taken root. 


“Find true happiness! Don’t empty 
All the natural, unspoiled 

Strength of young hopes and ideals 
Into some old-fashioned mould. 


“May your heart stay free and open 
To all free and new.impressions; 
Never let it cramp or hinder 
Budding human aspirations. 


“You were born with them inside you, 
Cherish them, those precious dreams; 
Liberty, Equality, 

Fraternity —those are their names! 


‘Love them truly and sincerely! 
Live in noble service bound; 
There is no more noble duty, 
There is no more radiant crown. 


‘You will have no equal, you will 
Set your homeland marvelling, 
No subservient, cringing patience 
Is the sacrifice you'll bring 


“To its altar, but unbridled 
Hatred for the cruel oppressor, 
And a faith, firm and unbounded, 
In the worth of honest labour. 


‘With that true and righteous hatred, 
With that rare and holy faith, 

Over scheming, sly injustice 

You shall rise in all your wrath. 
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That will be the time...” The infant 
Started crying suddenly, 

So the flustered nanny took it 

And she crossed it hastily. 


“Take the breast, my little precious! 
Had enough?.. There, hushabye!” 
Then the nanny went on singing 
Just the same old lullaby. 


1858 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


Why, my heart, are you beating so loudly? 
Oh,come now! This is not the first time 
That vile scandal about us has travelled 
All round Russia, this homeland of mine. 
Don’t despair. Let it grow ever greater. 
Don’t despair. When we die, 
Then about us somebody will surely 
Have a kind word to say. 


1860 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


* * 


With every year, I feel my strength declining; 

The blood cools and the mind works sluggishly. 

I shall have gone down to the grave, my homeland, 
Before I ever live to see you free! 
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But I would like to know, even when dying, 

That your two feet are on the right, true road, 
And that your ploughman, as he sows the furrows, 
Can see the bright, calm weather that’s ahead, 


So that the wind of his own native village 
Might bring harmonious music to the ears, 
Without the sound of that abhorren, seething, 
Dark undercurrent of human blood and tears. 


1861 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


FREEDOM 


My homeland! Today I can travel your plains 
With emotions surpassing my wildest dreams. 


A child in the arms of its mother IJ see, 
And I’m stirred by a thought that is precious to me: 


That child has been born in much happier years, 
God is merciful! You'll be.a stranger 10 tears. 


With no one to scare you, given frcedom at last, 
You'll choose the vocation that suits you best. 


If you want it that way, then a peasant you'll stay; 
If you can, like an eagle you'll soar to the sky. 


Oh, there is in these fantasies many a flaw, 
The human mind’s clever and wily, I know. 


Instead of the chains with which serfdom could bind, 
New ones have been found of a different kind. 
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But it’s easier now for the people to break them, 
So, Muse, give a right ringing welcome to freedom! 


1861 


Translated by 


GREEN TIDES 


Green rushing tides, the tides of spring, 
Green tides that trill and chant and sing! 


Down, down the wind leaps suddenly 
From off the trees, and lo! — 

The bushes touching playfully, 

Great clouds of flower dust heavenward 
It sends; in gauzy coverings 

The whole wide world is swathed! 


Green rushing tides, the tides of spring, 
Green udes that till and chant and sing! 


Natalya Patrikeyevna, 

My wife, is all sweet modesty, 

A paragon, no less! 

But while I was in Petersburg, 

This summer past, at end of it, 

She tripped, and—Q, such innocence! — 
Admitted it, the fool. 


Came frost and snow— twas wintertime — 
And forced were we indoors: 

There did we sit, the two of us, 

My faithless spouse and I. 

My thoughts were very agony: 

To kill her seemed too harsh; 

To spare the jade, impossible — 
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Alex Miller 


How bear betrayal’s hurt! 

Day in, day out, unceasingly 

The winds of winter roared, 
Repeating: ‘Kill the faithless one 

And cut the villain’s throat! 

Don’t waver, do not hesitate 

Or yield to magnanimity 

Else peace you'll never know; 

Your neighbours, aye, and relatives 
Will spit into your eye!..” 

Old winter’s chant was passionate 

And bred grim thought and harrowing — 
My fingers clasped a knife... 

Then spring, spring crept up stealthily. 


Green rushing tides, the tides of spring, 
Green tides that trill and chant and sing! 


All creamy froth and milkiness, 
The cherry trees stand whispering 
In sheer delight and joy, 

And kissed by sunbeams radiant, 
The pines stretch skyward, murmuring 
Their secrets to the breeze; 

The linden hums a melody, 

And joining in exultantly, 

The snowy birch its emerald 

Plaits gently, softly shakes; 

A maple rustles merrily, 

The grass stirs in reply — 

They sing a song, a haunting one, 
A song of life reborn. 


Green rushing tides, the tides of spring, 
Green tides that trill and chant and sing! 


My thoughts lose their intensity, 

The knife falls from my hand... 

The woods, the fields, the meadowlands 
Resound with eager song: 

“While love endures, love tenderly, 
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While patience lasts, live patiently, 
While mercy calls, be merciful, 
And—may God be your judge!” 


1862 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


THE RAILWAY 


VANYA (Ina cute little cabby's coat). 
Papa! Who built this railway? 

PAPA (ina greatcoat with a red lining *). 
Count Peter Andreyevich Kleinmtkhel **, son! 


(Conversation in a 
railway carriage) 


J 


A glorious autumn! Clear, healthy and bracing, 
The air revives spirits exhausted and wilting. 

The ice, not yet hard on the fast-freezing river, 
Is afloat on the surface like lump sugar melting. 


On the fringe of the forest, as on soft bedding, 

You could lie down and sleep—it’s so peaceful all round. 
The leaves haven’t faded entirely and lie 

Like a carpet, bright yellow and fresh on the ground. 


A glorious autumn! Sharp frosts in the night-time, 
Tranquil and quiet the days... 

No disorder in Nature! By nightfall, the hummocks, 
The moss-covered bogs and the stumps of the trees — 
All are fair in the silvery light of the moon. 


* Coats with red linings were worn by generals in the tsarist 
army.— Ed. 

** Kleinmikhel—head of the Department of Communications 
under Nicholas I.— Ed. 
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Everywhere I see Russia, my own native land, 
As I fly down the cast-iron track of the railway, 
Turning over a thought in my mind. 


I] 


‘Kind father! Why keep little Vanya in blinkers, 
When he’s clearly so clever and bright? 

Kindly do me a favour; allow me to tell him 
The truth by the moon’s clear light. 


“The work that went into it, Vanya, was really 

Too much for one person to claim! 

There’s a tsar on this earth who will never show mercy, 
And hunger’s that cruel tsar’s name. 


‘He leads mighty armies, sails ships on the seas, 
Herds men into artels together. 

He follows the plough, he’s the unseen presence 
That stands behind mason and weaver. 


‘“He’s the one who sent people in droves to this railway. 
Many spent what remained of their lives 

In the terrible struggle to tame these wild forests, 

And now they lie here in their graves. 


“The railway is straight, the embankments are narrow, 
‘There are sleepers, rails, bridges out there, 

But all alongside lie the bones of those Russians — 

So many—have you any idea? 


“Only listen! The terrible sound of teeth gnashing! 

Shrieks to fill the faint-hearted with dread, 

And the shades pressing close to the frost-covered window... 
Who are they? The hosts of the dead! 


“See them running along either side of the railway, 

Or veering away to one side. 

Can you hear what they’re singing!” “The sight of our labours 
In the moonlight, it fills us with pride. 


— 289 — 


“We worked till we dropped in the cold and the heatwaves, 
Our backs were forever bent over; 

In dugouts we lived, we were faced with starvation, 

We were frozen and wet, and we went down with scurvy. 


“We were hoodwinked and swindled by half-lettered foremen, 
We were flogged by the bosses; want ravaged us all... 
Somehow we put up with sheer hell, the Lord’s soldiers, 

The peace-loving children of toil! 


“Oh brothers, you’re reaping the fruits of our labours, 
But we must all lie and decay down below... 

At least will you have a kind word for us, maybe, 

Or were we forgotten a long time ago?” 


“Do not be aghast at their wild, savage singing! 

From the Volkhov, Mother Volga, the Oka far away, 
From all the far ends of this great land of Russia, 
Those plain, sinple peasants— your brothers are they! 


‘‘And shame on you, hiding your face in your mitten! 
You're a baby no longer. See, watching out there, 

His body all racked with incurable fever, 

That tall Byelorussian with thick flaxen hair. 


‘His lips pale and bloodless, his eyes glazed and sunken, 
And ugly black sores on his thin, bony hands; 

His hair in a tangle, his legs badly swollen, 

Eternally knee-deep in water he stands. 


‘“Round-shouldered he 1s,with his cavernous chest 
That he’s pressed all his life on the shaft of a spade. 
So look at him, Vanya, and look at him closely — 
He’s paid a hard price for his daily bread. 


‘And even today he’s not straightened his back, 
And even today he must silently toil, 

And even today with a rusty spade 
Automatically pick at the hard-frozen soil. 


“The praiseworthy habit of good honest labour 
[s something that you and I tend to neglect; 
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So bless the hard work that is done by the people, 
And remember—the peasant deserves our respect. 


“You needn’t feel shame for your dear old home country, 
Our people have been through it all, never fear; 

They even survived all the work on this railway; 
Whatever God sends them, with that they can bear. 


“They can bear with it all; by gargantuan efforts 
They’ll clear for themselves a broad, shining new way. 
A pity that neither of us, little Vanya, 

Will live to behold that most wonderful day.” 


III 


But just at that moment, a deafening whistle 

Was heard, and they vanished, the hosts of the dead! 
“Oh, Papa, I’ve had such a wonderful dream! 

I saw thousands of peasants!” the little boy said. 


‘There were members ot all Russian peoples and nations; 
They appeared out of nowhere, all in a great crowd. 

And he said: “They're the people who built this railway’.” 
The general laughed out loud. 


“T recently visited Vatican City, 

For two evenings round Rome’s Coliseum I strolled. 
I’ve been to Vienna and looked round St. Stephen’s, 
By the people, you say, all these marvels were built? 


“My dear sir, please forgive me for laughing so rudely, 
But I find that your thinking’s remarkably odd. 

Or to you, does a statue of Phoebus Apollo 

Mean less than a mere cooking-pot? 


“And as for your people, they simply demolished 
Those wonderful thermae * and dragged them away...” 


“It was not for your ears that I spoke, but for Vanya’s.”’ 
But the general denied me my say. 


* Thermae—the magnificent baths of Ancient Rome.— Ed. 
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“Your Slavs, Anglo-Saxons and Germans are peoples 
Who cannot create; they can only destroy. 
Barbarians! A horde of uncivilised drunkards! 

By the way, it’s now time to start teaching the boy... 


I just don’t approve of a grown-up upsetting 

A child with such pictures of anguish and grief. 
You could do a lot worse than show little Vanya 
The happier side of this life.” 


IV 


“Delighted to do so. Their ill-fated labours 

Are over; now Germans are laying the rails. 

The dead have been buried, the sick have been hidden 
In dugouts; the workers themselves 


“Are waiting, bunched up in a crowd by the office. 
They’re scratching their heads; they feel puzzled enough: 
Each owes the contractor a fair sum of money — 

It costs a few kopeks to have a day off! 


‘The foremen have entered it all in their notebooks: 
So much for a bath, or off sick a few days... 
‘But maybe there’s still just a little bit over... 
Nothing doing here, nothing at all! What’s the use!..’ 


‘In a dark-blue caftan, the respectable merchant 
Very corpulent, burly of form, copper-faced, 
Rides straight down the line on a holiday visit— 
He’s anxious to see how his work has progressed. 


“The people, now idle, make way with decorum... 
He mops up the sweat as the drops trickle down, 
And, his hands on his hips with a hint of a swagger, 
Cries: ‘Good, very good, lads! Well done!.. 


God keep you... Go home, my congratulations! 
(Hats off when I’m talking to you!) 

I'll set up a barrel of wine for the workers — 
And your debts—well I'll cancel what’s due!’ 
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‘Hurrah! shouted someone. The rest followed suit 
And the cheering went up to the skies. 

The foremen all sang as they rolled out the barrel... 
It was truly a sight for sore eyes! 


“Some unharnessed the horses and then towed the merchant 
With a cheer down the road at great speed. 

Well, general, what more encouraging picture 
Could anyone possibly need?..” 


1864 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


* * xX 


Dedicated to the unknown friend 
who praised my poem “It Cannot Be”’ 


I shall die soon. Oh, my beloved homeland, 
What a poor heritage I Jeave behind! 

I spent a childhood doomed to harsh oppression, 
My youth was anguished struggle without end. 
The passing storm can leave us so much stronger, 
Though we are disconcerted for a while, 

But the long-lasting storm can plant forever 
Habits of timid silence in the soul. 

The years of burdensome experience made 

On me an unforgettable impression. 

Oh, homeland, little your wretched poet knew 
Of unconstrained, unfettered inspiration! 

What obstacles upon the long, hard journey 

Did I not meet with my dejected Muse? 

One drop of blood in common with the people, 
My modest work—at least they were of use. 


I’ve never traded with my lyre, though sometimes 
When I seemed on the very brink of doom, 

I’ve sometimes plucked a false note with my fingers 
Upon the strings. I have long been alone. 
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I was once part of one big happy family, 

But now my friends aren’t with me any more. 
Some have long since departed from me; 
Against the rest, myself I’ve barred the door. 
Some were the victims of cruel destiny, 

Others have stepped across that fateful bourne. 
For being left in solitude entirely, 

For having no one there to lean upon, 

For losing friends with every year that passes, 
For meeting more and still more enemies, 

For blood —one drop—in common with the people, 
Forgive me, homeland, oh forgive me please! 


I was called on to sing your grief, my people, 
Whose patience seems too marvellous to be true, 
And cast at least one small ray of awareness 
Upon the path by which God’s taking you. 

But, loving life, chained by environment 

And habits to its passing benefits, 

I walked towards my goal with step unsteady, 
And failed to sacrifice myself for it. 

My songs were fated not to reach the people, 
They vanished, leaving not a trace behind, 

And all in them that ever found expression 

Was my own love for you, my native land! 

For cherishing that love deep down inside me, 
Though I grew harder with the flight of time, 
For blood —one drop—in common with the people, 
Forgive me, homeland, all those faults of mine! 


1866 Translated by 


| Alex Miller 


* *«* * 


Don’t bewail him so loud and so long; 
Just remember, it’s good to die young.* 


* Written on the occasion of the death of D. I. Pisarev.— Ed. 
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He departed too soon to be sullied 

By anything vulgar or low, 

So kneel in obeisance before him 

And lay a green wreath on his brow! 

So many have died in the struggle, 

Just to honour him needn’t bring shame; 
Say, how many curses and insults 

Have you borne for his truly great name? 
But his fame shall endure undiminished, 
For deep in the grave underground, 
Neither error, nor power, nor malice 
Shall tarnish the glory he gained. 


Your dear friend—and it can’t be denied — 
Was not lacking in will-power and pride, 
And the man who can love his fellows 

Far more than his own reputation, 

Will sacrifice personal glory 

If it leads to another’s salvation. 

But in life there are sinister forces— 

And the heart quails, as everyone knows, 

At the thought of the gaol and the graveyard! 
Long life and great glory are foes. 


The Russians have always respected 

Those whose life comes too soon to an end, 
And of whom there’s a popular saying 
That the lucky one’s enemies die, 

But the luckless one loses a friend. 


1868 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


*x* kK 


I cannot breathe! No happiness, no purpose, 
And night drags on as if forever. 
Say, can the storm be near to bursting? 

The cup is almost brimming over! 
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Burst, then, over the mighty ocean, 

Through forest, over meadow blow, 

And spill the whole of it, that cup 
Of universal woe!,. -. 


1868 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


All are silent now, the lonely voices 

Of the honest and the valiant dead 

Who lamented the unhappy people— 
Cruel passions flourish in their stead. 
Now a hurricane of hate is moving 

Over you, my silent native land, 

Mowing down all that’s alive and decent... 


I must listen, O night that has no end, 

In the gloom you’re shedding all around, 
As our foes, triumphant, hail each other, 
And the hungry birds of prey foregather, 
And the deadly serpents glide—all bound 
For the slain giant lying on the ground. 


1874 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


TO SOWERS 


Ye sowers of knowledge on Russia’s rich soil! 
Say, why so mean are the fruits of your toil, 
Scanty and meager the yield? 
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Use you poor seeds? Lack you muscle or skill? 
Have you no spirit? Or is’t that you till 
Barren and desolate fields? 


Come, ye the bold with your bags that contain 

Good, healthy seeds—do not idle remain, 

Help those who, hesitant, plant grain by grain, 
Build up their ranks! 


Sow what ts wise, what is good, what is true— 
Glad will the people of Russia to you 
Give of their thanks. 


1876 Translated by 


‘Trina Zheleznova 


TO ZINA 


You still have the right to go on living, 
All too soon my sun is going to set. 

I shall die; my fame shall lose its lustre. 
Do not wonder, do not grieve for it! 


Know, child, that my name won’t be illumined 
By a brilliant and long-lasting light. 

While the struggle hampered me as poet, 
Singing, I was hampered in the fight. 


He who serves the great goals of his era, 
And devotes himself till his last breath 
To the sacred struggle for his fellows— 
He alone will live after his death. 


1876 Translated by 


Alex Miller 
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TO THE MUSE 


Our song is at an end, my Muse. 
Come, cover up the poet’s eyes 

With dark oblivion for all time — 
The people’s sister, you—and mine! 


1876 Translated by 


Alex Miller 


* * * 


Soon I shall be foul putrefaction’s victim, 
Dying is hard, though death itself is good. 
I shall not ask for sympathy from people— 
No one would hear me even if I did. 


Lustre and glory for our Russian gentry 
J never sought with poetry to win; 

I die as alien to the common people 

As I was when life first for me began. 


The ties of friendship, of the heart’s affections 
Are broken; since my childhood, destiny 

Has sent me hosts of long-lived enemies; 

The struggle’s carried off those dear to me. 


And their prophetic songs were never finished; 
They fell, victims of all that’s vile and false, 

When in the prime of life; and now their portraits 
Reproachfully look at me from the walls. 


1876 Translated by 
Alex Miller 


* * * 


O Muse, I am at death’s door! 

Although in much I am to blame, 

Let scandal multiply my shame 

Even a hundred times and more— 

Our lot is envied. Do not cry! 

It is not us they execrate, 

And you will never tolerate 

The severance of the living tie 

Between myself and honest men. 

No Russian he, who looks unheeding 
On that poor Muse, all pale and bleeding, 
And knout-lashed time and time again... 


1877 Translated by 
Alex Miller 
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AFANASY FET 
(1820-1892) 


And where does that fat, good-natured officer get his 
extraordinary lyrical boldness, a trait of great poets?” 


LEV TOLSTOY TO V. BOTRIN. 
Q July 1857 


‘The greater part of his poems breathe a genuine 
freshness, and his romances are sung by practically the 
whole of Russia.” 


MIKHAIL SALTYKOV-SHCHEDRIN. 
The Poems of A. Fet. 1863 


“Fet at his best ventures beyond the hmits prescribed 
for poetry and steps bravely into our sphere... He is not 
simply a poet, he is rather a poet-musician who seems to 
actually avoid themes that can be easily expressed in 
words.” 


PYOTR TCHAIKOVSKY. In a letter 
to K.R. dated 26 August 1888 


ANY 7, wt 
< 


24 
3 ° po ve ~ , 
Vat i; | , » 


- a 
ZA, Fe, « + t 4 L ,/ { () 


$4002 9 4 ee 1.9 IE ae Pn 
el On i — a - . / \ / SA SS PSR 


. 
(tj a “ 4 : : (4) —_ ( > 


i 4 : 
ia * Y ’ “os Y zy & ¥ \) 


A 
s Z 


The birch tree by my window 
. Stands drooping, sorrowful, 

But by the hoarfrost’s whimsy 

Fantastically bejewelled. 


The ends of branches dangle 
Like bunches of clear grapes 
I love to see the tangle 

Of frosted mourning crepe, 


To see the daystar waking 
Each ice-clad twig to flame; 
I hate to see birds shaking 
Such splendour down again. 


< 1842> Translated by 


Avril Pyman 
LYS " ie 


Marvellous scene, 
Dear to my soul: 
Snow-covered plain 
Moon at the full. 
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Light in the skies, 
Snow sparkling wide; 
Far off the sleigh’s 
Swift, lonely glide. 


<1842> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


In the dawn do not wake her from rest! 

In the dawn she sleeps sweetly and deep, 
And the morning breathes soft on her breast 
And flares red on the curve of her cheek; 


And the pillow is hot to her head, 

And uneasy and hot is her sleep... 

On her shoulders the black braids are laid, 
Like dark ribands from each side they sweep. 


For she sat at the window yestreen, 

Sat so still and so pale and so proud, 

And she gazed and she gazed at the moon 
As it played hide and seek in the cloud. 


And the brighter the moon at its game, 

And the louder the nightingale’s song 

The more still, the more pale she became, 
And the pain of each heartbeat more strong. 


That is why, that is why on her breast 

And on her young cheek, dawn flushes deep... 
Do not waken her now from her rest! 

In the dawn she’s so sweetly asleep. 


<1842> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


* *K *& 


Dearest, don’t leave my side, 

Stay with me, chére amie, 
Dearest, don’t leave my side, 

It’s heaven when you are with me. 


Closer than we are, we two, 
No one could ever be, 

No love could be as true, 
As tender and sincere. 


When you are beside me, chérie, 
Your head so sweetly inclined, 
It’s heaven to have you near. 
Stay, do not leave my side! 


<1842> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


Suddenly, a soft wind blowing... 
Hushed the distant storm, 

Dim the sleeping fields are glowing, 
‘Drovers dozing warm... 


Safely penned the oxen lie, 
Chew the cud at peace. 
Stars bespangle all the sky, 
Crowd the midnight steeps. 


Only higher yet and higher 
Mounts the golden moon. 
Only round the drowsy byre 
Watchdogs wakeful run. 


Rarely, rarely fails the light, 
Hid by clouds astray... 
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Voiceless. motionless, the night 
Shines as bnght as day. 


<1]842> Translated by 
; Avril Pyman 
Nyy 


The storm broke at the midnight hour, 
Remote our forest world, and wild. 
The deadwood whistled on the fire, 
And she and I sat side by side. 


Our two enormous shadows lay 

Upon the red floor at the hearthstone, 
And in our hearts no spark of joy, 

No light to drive away the darkness. 


Outside, the birches creaked and groaned, 
A fir branch crackled painfully... 

Oh, tell me, chere amie, what's wrong? 

I have long known what's wrong with me. 


<1842> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


BACCHANTE 


In the noon-sweet shade of an orchard shrine, 

In a wreath from the broad-leafed vine. 

On the languor of Bacchus tull swollen and slaked, 
She did pause and panting recess take. 

With her head flung back and her lips besotted, 

She smiled and tossed for the cool wind’s tonic, 

For it seemed that the showering locks had seared 
Into rose-splendoured shoulders under hot gold uers. 


1 B06 


And the trappings that stifled slipped stearning down, 
And the firm young breasts rose naked and round, 
And the tear-drunk eyes, in passion deep drowned, 
Turned slowly, lustily, longingly round. 


<1843> Translated by 
Laura Beraha 


Purring Pussy, leave your growling 
As you doze away the hours: 

Wild and dark enough without it 
Are these parts of ours; 


Same old stove — without your muttering 
Same old windows, same old door, 

Same old candle ——softly guttering, 
Boredom — as before... 


<1843> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


vO 


Dust in wavy clouds is rising 
Out along the way. 

Whether one on foot or riding 
Comes, I cannot Say. 


There he gallops... Fleet and fine 
Is his steed, I see... 
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Dear friend, far-off friend of mine, 
Pray remember me. 


<1843> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


I have come to bid you welcome 

And to say the sun has risen 

With its rays the greenwood flecking, 
Making leaves to glow and glisten; 


And to say the wood has wakened, 
Fully wakened, birds and branches 
It has stirred from sleep and shaken, 
With spring gaiety it dances; 


And to say with no less passion 
Than last night I come before you 
And my heart is no less anxious 
To serve fortune and adore you; 


And to say in every sinew 

Lively merriment is humming, 

I don’t know what song [ll sing you — 
Only that a song is coming. 


<1843> Translated by 
9 VOCE - Peter Tempest 


WILLOWS AND BIRCHES 


I find the birches of the north 
Endearing for their wistful air, 
Before a silent grave as loth 

You'd be to let your passions flare. 
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The willow, growing by a stream, 
And leaning over so forlornly, 

Is closer to tormenting dreams, 
And is remembered all the longer. 


Mysterious tears the birches spill 

For their own native groves, their home. 
They’re always whispering woefully, 
But with the northern wind alone. 


Now for the lonely weeping willow 
The whole world is a home of woe, 
So to the ground it bows in sorrow 
And weeps, wherever it may grow. 


< 1843, 1856> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


O, long shall I throughout the silent midnight watches 
First struggle to forget, then conjure up anew 

The heavy braid of hair, soft to my fingers’ touches, 
Chance glances, subtle speech, the smiling lips of you; 


My breath will come in gasps. By shame and anger scorched, 
Alone, when there’s no other creature by to see, 

I'll seek some subtle song, recalling how we talked, 

In every single word that you have said to me; 


I'll whisper to myself, repeating and improving, 
All that I said to you, so full of shy confusion, 

And, drunk with ecstasy, against all reason quite, 
I’ll speak your sacred name out loud into the night. 


<1844> Translated by 
was Avril Pyman 


*& * * 


Whene'’er bevond the mists that veil a day long gone 

L tind vou when my thoughts vour fleeting mage capture, 
As did the Jew. the first to gaze upon 

The Promised Land, I weep tears of pure rapture. 


For childhoods qangut creas TP have but scant regret — 
You came and shattered them, and, oh, how sweet the 

pain was! 
I knew love had arrived: my senses rioted, 
My slumbering heart turned wild and tameless. 


And to us two the eve’s strange, feverish gleam, 

Phe sudden iaugh. the sign. the whispered half-contession 
In ural words expressed. the hand ’s shy touch — all seemed 
To be the very stuff of passion. 


<1844> Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


The fluffy pussy willow boughs 
Are branching everywhere: 
The soft breath of the early flowers 
Tells us that spring is here. 


In tlocks the clouds go traipsing 
Aglow with warmer beams, 

And to the heart come hastening — 
Once more — entrancing dreams. 


So sweet Is the variety 

Of sights that meet the eyes, 
Folk feel no impropriety 

In idle fun and noise. 


Yet with a secret hungering 
Our davdreams are aflame. 


— 10 — 


The breath of Spring blows blundering 
Through all our hearts again. 


< 1844> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


When I am lost in dreams, immersed in silence deep, 
And see meek Cynthia, Queen of the pellucid night, 
When constellations are set shining in the height, 
And Argus’ heavy eyes begin to droop with sleep, 


And when the hour which once you named is almost come, 
And expectation with each passing moment grows, 

And J stand still and wait, demented now and dumb, 

And start at every sound that breaks the night’s repose, 


And in my yearning breast my sick heart beats apace, 
And stealthily you come, alone and warily, 

And I make haste to look into your lovely face 

And see the trustful smile of greeting there for me... 


You say “T love you!” to my stumbling words of love; 
But IJ, fond fool, can scarcely string two words together, 
And ardently my breath comingles with your breath, 

I kiss your scented hair, and IT could stand for ever 


And listen to your silence, sensing how you give 
Your whole self to my passionate embraces. You, 
My dear, have made me happy, eager now to live 
In perfect happiness ull our next rendezvous. 


<1847> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Wait here! A lovely place! Ragged and broad extends 
The edging of sharp shade from moonlit pines. 

How still it is! And the high hill defends 

All of this from the uproarious world behind. 


I'll not return to where the treacherous stone 

May slip from underfoot and sail past rocks and caves 
Into the ocean deep, whence one great wave may come 
And wash away to meet and clasp the other waves. 


Alone before me now, under the peaceful stars, 

Queen of my thoughts, Empress of dreams, you're here... 
But there a wave might come and dash us far apart... 

I'll not return to all the flux and din out there. 


<1847, 1855> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


DIANA 


The virgin goddess’s smooth, supple limbs, 

In all the majesty of gleaming nudity, 

Between the trees above the limpid lake I glimpsed; 
Saw how her candid brow in high sublimity, 

Above the colourless and elongated eyes, 

Immobile yet not passionless did rise; 

For full compassionately the marble maiden 

Receives the prayers of mothers heavy-laden. 

At dawn, a stealthy breeze sent a long shiver 

To stir the still clear form reflected in the lake. 

I thought that she would slide the arrows in their quiver 
And pass between the trees, a fleeting, milk-white shade, 
To look once more upon the eternal city — Rome, 

On Tiber’s yellow flood, on the long streets, the lone 
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White colonnades... But there, before me, still the immobile 
stone 
Transcendent, unaware, in marble beauty shone. 


<1847> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


The lake has fallen asleep; the wood no longer sighs; 
And one white water nymph breaks surface at her ease; 
The moon, like a young swan, glides out across the sky 
And contemplates her watery double through the trees. 


Beside their sleeping fires, the fishermen all sleep; 
In the faint, pale wind, my lone sail does not shake; 
Now and again a carp rises amongst the reeds 

And sends a spreading ring across the glassy lake. 
How quiet it is... Each rustle, every sound I heed, 
But noises such as these leave not the night less sull, 


However water nymphs may rock the off-shore weed, 
However vividly the nightingale may trill. 


<1847> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


The language of your passions rings so clear, 
Don’t call. Vil know. 

I am so used to heeding it with tears 

Of childish joy. 


In front of me your feelings don’t subdue, 
Speak without guile. 

I know a land where every dream comes true, 
However wild. 
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Was it not I who at your first call came 
With ardent haste, 

And bliss that has no measure and no name 
I hoped to taste? 


Ah. well! The chariot crashed just when the goal 
Appeared so close. 

And helplessly the charioteer sprawls 

Here, in the dust. 


From this last love of mine I knew Id perish, 
Right or wrong, 

But lovingly the ashes I will cherish 

All my life long. 


So there’s no need your feelings to subdue, 
Speak without guile. 

I know a land where every dream comes true, 
However wild. 

And do not call. Pray sing a love song, hum it, 

I pray you, do. 

With childish tears of jov [ll heed vour summons 
And come to you! 


<1847> meer - Translated by 
CESS Olga Shartse 


* FF * 


Lovers’ whisperings, timid breathing, 
Nightingale in song, 

Silver glints and gentle heaving 

On the sleepy pond, 


Light of night, nocturnal shadows, 
Shadows race and race, 

Changes magical and passing 

On the loved one’s face, 
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Smoky clouds, a tint of roses, 
Amber overtones, 

Kisses, tears, and words of promise, 
And the dawn, the dawn! 


<1850> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


People sleep; come, sweet, stroll down the wooded vale. 
People sleep; the stars above can see us now... 

But even from them we're hidden by the boughs 
And no one hears us but the nightingale... 

But even he hears naught — his song 1s loud. 

Only the heart is sentient, and the hand: 

The heart can hear the earth is glad and proud 

To feel the joy we’ve brought this corner of the land, 
As for the hand, it feels, and tells the heart 

How hot your hand and tremulous in mine, 

How yours to mine an answering fire imparts, 

How shoulder soft to shoulder must incline... 


<1853> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Strange sounds are haunting me nightly, 
They cling to my pillow, they throb 
With wistful regret for our parting, 

And ring with ineffable love... 


What matter, now? Long, long forgotten 
That tender caress, and the last. 

The postchaise sped on on its journey 
And left but a small cloud of dusi... 
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That's all. But the sad song of parting 

Now taunts me with what might have been, 
Love's pubilant sounds are about me, 

Phev ching to mv pillow, and ring. 


Olga Shartse 


THE EVENING STEPPE 


lL he Wit ling clouds me lt Wi thre crimson glow, 

The fields he relishing the welcome dew, 

A coach behind the third hill ter the last time shows 
And, bells a-jinghing, vanishes from view. 


No sign of habitauon to be seen, 

No singing in the distance, not a hight. 

Just rolling steppe, a boundless, heaving sea. 
Vhe reas thriving an its yutces, tilling out. 


Phe moon, halt-hidden bv a cloud, 1s round 

And full. but dares not shine while it is dav. 

An owlon rigid wings swoops to the greund: 
And. bussing angrily. a chater thes away, 


A golden net upon the fields has fallen. 

From somewhere in the distance calls a quail, 
And from the swampy, dew-filled hollow, 

There come the low-voiced screeches of the rail. 


Already are the eves deceived by twihght, 

A chilliness the warmth of dav invades. 

he moon is out, Phe stars will soon be shining, 
\nd hike a silver stream the Mithy Wav will spread. 


< 1854> Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


* *K 


The swan is entwined in the reeds as it flies, 
The forest is all upside down, 

And, curving between two continuous skies, 
The treetops in sunset must drown. 


And fresh is the resinous air to my lungs. 
I breathe deep and weariness fades, 

And red through the forest at evening runs 
My road through the lengthening shades. 


And we, just we two, are alone in the boat, 
I pull at the oars with a will, 

And as in a cradle we rock as we float 
With you at the helm sitting still. 


And ever your childlike hand guides our craft 
To where, through the somnolent lake, 

The river runs glittering, silent and swift, 
Aglint with gold scales like a snake. 


Already the stars shine out small... I forget 
The song of the flag at the prow, 

And why I abandoned that oar I forget... 
But— the rapids have taken us now. 


<1854> Translated by 
VOTE Avril Pyman 


What happiness! It’s night and all alone are we, 

The river, sparkling smooth, reflects the skies, 

And there — throw back your head and raise your eyes — 
See there, above our heads: what depth, what purity! 


Oh, call me madman! Call me what you will! 

For in this moment now my mind grows weak, 

And such a rush of love immerses my whole soul 
That I cannot keep silent! Will not! Hear me speak! 
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I'm sick, I am in love. But let me tell you true! 

fn all this love and pain I cannot hide my fire, 

And all these words mean just that I’m in love with vou, 
And you are all my love and all of my desire. 


<1854> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


THE WILLOW 


Let us sit here by the willow. 

See, how curious the wrinkles 
On the bark about the trunk. 

See the shadows softly shiver, 
And the sunlight splashing silver, 
Where the river laps the stump. 


Sapp. supple branches stooping, 
Down towards the water drooping 
Like a leat-green waterfall... 
Needle-sharp, live leaves are swooping, 
Swirling, grouping and regrouping, 
Ploughing water, one and all. 


In this troubled water mirror 

Your beloved face ‘neath the willow 
Meets my loving, jealous gaze... 
Haughty features softly quiver 
Trembling wildly with the river... 

I, too, tremble as I gaze. 


<1854> Translated by 


as a Avril Pyman 
Bae 


The day tomorrow will be fair: 
The martins streak with ringing cries, 
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The sun is setting in a flare 
Of fire, spreading ’cross the skies. 


The ships are dozing in the bay, 
Their flags are fluttering lazily, 
The skyline’s moved far, far away, 
And there, to join it, ebbs the sea. 


So shyly do the shadows hover, 

So slyly steals away the light, 

That say you daren’t that day is over, 
You dare not say that it is night. 


1854 Translated by 
7 Olga Shartse 


The sun’s last ray has sunk beyond the trees. 
There’s not a twitter, not a leaf is stirring. 

All’s still and dark. Make haste, my darling, please! 
I'm worn out with suspense. I’m sick with yearning. 


How soon am I to hear your gentle voice 

And start in quivering anticipation? 

How soon am I to clasp you, fired with joy, 

To feel your rapid breath, your blood’s pulsation? 


Above the river swirl transparent mists. 

They gleam like your white dress. Oh, why d’you tarry? 
The magic hour has struck. Am I to meet 

In fairyland my dreamy-minded fairy? 


Or are the night and dusk, your confidants, 
Beguiling me with rapturous delusion? 

Or has the fevered passion dimmed my glance, 
And will the nightly flame be spent in this effusion? 


<1855> Translated by 
LICE Raissa Bobrova 


* K * 


Oh, mon amie, let not your verdict be too harsh 

If I offend by bringing up the past. 

It was a sparkling meteor, a brilliant flash! 

I longed and feared to meet your eyes. Shamefaced, 
I could not speak. E’en now I dare not speak, alas. 


The blend of loveliness and kindness in your features 
Is still as winning —I foreswear it not. 

I see you as you are —the gentle creature 

To whom the ardour and the hopefulness I brought 
Of all my joyful, wild, unspoken thoughts. 


Do you remember how the forest rang with song, 
What silver dreams evoked the nightingale? 

The forest is more fragrant now, more deeply veiled, 
And though the nightingale bursts into glorious song, 
So shyly sang it not on those far nights in May... 


<1855> Translated by 
Olga Sharise 


* * * 


In the darkness, your mother was making 
Cherry jam on a tripod that night... 

As we paused in the dark garden gateway, 
We could still see her fire burning bright. 


Without touching we strolled down the alley, 
With the night freshness floating between. 
And I feared you might find me too chary, 
That my silence fainthearted might seem. 


Oh, how strange was the silence between us, 
And still stranger this walking apart... 
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But the sweet-scented night breathed between us, 
And it spoke all the thoughts of my heart. 


<1856> Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


THE VENUS OF MILO 


How chastely, yet how boldly towers 
Your splendid, shining nakedness, 
And your immortal body flowers 

In amaranthine loveliness. 


Beneath the lightly tendrilled awning 
Of curls upswept and loosely piled, 
How tender is the pride adorning 
Your heavenly features strong and mild. 


With Pathian passion so endowed, 
Still languorous from the foaming sea, 
You yet exhude all-conquering power 
And gaze into eternity. 


1856 


Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


FIRESIDE 


Dark comes, the coals glow fainter, dimmer, 
The trembling flame that pricks the gloom 
A blue-winged butterfly aquiver 

Atop a crimson meadow bloom. 
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Drawn endlessly the weary gaze is 

To strings and strings of visions rare. 

Vague, strangely blurred and shadowed faces 
From out the leaden ashes stare. 


Past joy wells up with past grief blended, 
Their gentle touch a bland caress. 
Insouciance is a thing pretended: 
The heart still yearns for what once was. 


1856 


Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


Just as dusk comes, night’s soft shadows trailing, 
I shall wait for the sound of your knock 

And in thought I shall call you, my darling, 

I shall long for your hand on the lock. 


I shall blow out the bright branching candles— 
There'll be plenty of light from the fire, 

] shall hear your sweet chatter go rambling, 
And my lot will seem less and less dire. 


I will listen again to you telling 

All those wonderful daydreams of youth, 
And the grace-giving tears will come welling 
Yet again at your promise, your truth... 


Before dawn I shall tenderly fasten 

Your three-cornered silk shaw] at the throat... 
And by high moonlit walls I will hasten 

To escort you as far as the gate. 


<1856> 
Translated by 
Avril Pyman 
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ANOTHER MAY NIGHT 


O, what a night, what languor over all! 

To you, my midnight land, my thanks I say! 

From realms of ice, from realms of snow and squall, 
How fresh and chaste comes flying forth your May! 


O, what a night! Now every single star 

With meek compassion looks down from above, 
The nightingale fills all the listening air 

With trembling expectation and with love. 


The birch trees wait. Their half-transparent leaves, 
So timidly enticing and so dear, 

Are all a-flutter. So a bride may feel 

Both strange and joyous in her wedding gear. 


No, never less corporeal, nor more tender 

The face, o Night, that you have turned to me! 
Once more, once more in song I seek to render 
Your loveliness— perhaps for the last time. 


<1857> 
Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


I lay upon a stack of hay 

One summer night and gazed entranced 
Up at the twinkling roundelay 

Of stars across the sky’s expanse. 


The earth, vague as a dream, receded 
To vanish mutely into space. 

And I, the first to dwell in Eden, 
Alone looked night into the face. 


Was it the stars that sped towards me, 
Or I into abysmal night? 

A mighty hand seemed to uphold me 
Over the abyss in my flight. 
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With sinking heart, my niind in torment, 
Phe depth TE measured with mv eves 

In which T seemed the mare each moment 
To sink with never a hope to rise. 


~1S57> 


Translated by 
Olea Shartse 


Ah, what a rmght! How pure the air, 
How silvery the leat sleeps here, 

How black the willow shadows sway, 
How peacetully asleep the bay, 

How breathless the sea’s waveless callin... 
his saliness soothes mv heart like balm, 


Midnight is buta partat day, 

Yet more contuasted is the play 

Ot ight and shade, of dark and bright. 
Yet subder smells the sap at mght. 

The peacetul breast no longer seethes 
With passion, Its enough to breathe. 


Pranslatad by 
Acnl Poman 


squeak of steps along the street. 
Mistant lamps in lines. 

On the walla filmy sheet: 
lee ike ervstal shines. 


Frosted lashes snag vour sight 
Ina siher mesh, 

The silence af the frost bound night 
Vakes awav wour breath. 


ar eae 


The wind’s asleep. The last sounds die. 
Only my sleep’s lost. 

And the air itself seems shy 
To breathe on the frost. 


1858(?) 
Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Through efforts made unseen, unkenned, 
On wings invisible, again 

Spring comes our northern land to grace. 
Around the trees the sun has traced 
Black circles on the flaccid snow, 

The days turn brighter as they go, 

The dawn in crimson is arrayed, 

And snowclad slopes seem to be sprayed 
With diamonds; the forest world 

Still shtumbers, and the joy of birds 

The louder for this quiet rings 

In every single note they sing. 

The brooks, all babbling, twisting, playing, 
And to each other calling gaily, 

Rush swiftly down the mountainsides 
And send a spray up to the skies 

As with a jolly, splashing roar 

They tumble to the valley’s floor. 

And there, across the fields, a river, 
Clear as a polished metal mirror, 
Spreads far and wide, unbound, serene, 
And drifting in from smaller streams, 
The ice floes in the middle throng, 

A flock of beautiful white swans... 


<1859> 
Translated by 
Olga Shartse 
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The fire flares amid the forest darkness, 

The branches crackle, snap, and blaze away, 

And like a crowd of drunken, singing giants 

The firs, flushed red, throng round the fire and sway. 


And I forgot how cold that winter night, 
Warmed to my very heart, my very bones, 

My doubts, all my uncertainties took flight, 

Like sparks they flew, and vanished in the smoke. 


By dawn, the smoke will lower, lower trail, 
Unul it hovers sadly o’er the water, 

But still, the fire in the coals won’t fail 

And fora long time, unul late, they'll smoulder. 


And daylight, bleak and feeble when it comes, 
Will not disclose what's hidden by the mist; 
Beside the cooling ashes, just a stump 

Of juniper will stand out, charred and twisted. 


When night descends, again the burning branches 
Will crackle drily, snap, and blaze away, 

And like a crowd of drunken, singing giants 

The firs, flushed red, will throng around and sway. 


<1859> 
Translated by 
Ae Vases Olga Shartse 
BS. AG, 
*K ** * 


How sad! The snowy dust is whirling 
And swallowing the wintry earth, 

Its silver tongues like serpents curling 
O’er the half-vanished garden path. 


The steppe looms smooth and white, engraven 
With not a dot; the sky is blind. 

Slowed by the storm, alone a raven, 

Its wings grown heavy, fights the wind. 
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The heart—it too is cold and sombre, 
No rays of light within it lurk. 
Thought idles, overcome by slumber, 
Over a dying piece of work. 


And yet the hope still lives that even 
A spirit worn can find again 

Its faded youth, a glimpse be given 
Of things long lost, a world regain 


Where storms sweep past and thought is fated 
To be both passionate and pure, 

Where only for the dedicated 

Spring’s beauty and its bloom endure. 


1862 
Translated by 
Irina Zheleznova 


If Beauty be, to whom the crown? The Goddess? 
Her image cast upon the glass? But choose. 

For when you call the poet’s fancy wondrous, 
Your praise dismays, your marvellings bemuse. 


Not mine, my friend, but God’s wide world’s the wonder, 
The wealth of life within the grain of sand, 

And what alone your wordless eyes can utter 

Is language not the poet’s to command. 


< 1865> 


Translated by 
Laura Beraha 


MAY NIGHT 


The remnants of the weary clouds are flocking 


Above us on and on, | 
Transparent stragglers caught in light, dissolving 
Beside the sickle moon. 
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And Spring reigns now in power and mystery 
With star bespangled brow. 

But, you, my tender love! You promised me 
Happiness—now. 


And where is happiness? Not now, not here, 
But there—like drifting mist. 

After it! Quick! Reach for it through the air, 
On—to eternal rest. 


1870 
Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Veils of cloud are wreathing 
Round the vernal moon, 
Orchard blossom’s breathing 
Apple-tree and plum... 
Amorously cleaving, 

He covers them with kisses. 
And you are not grieving? 
And you feel no missing? 


Anguish to the nightingale 

Is his roseless song. 

The old boulder’s dripping 
Tears into the pond. 

To your smooth young shoulder 
Slips your plait again. 

Is there nothing missing? 

Do you feel no pain? 


1873 
Translated by 
Avril Pyman 
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* * * 


When you smile, and the smile 1s for me, 
When your glance I am lucky to catch, 
Into lovesong I burst, but I sing 

Not of you—of your beauty unmatched. 


Of his love for the beautiful rose, 

Ever cradled in fragrance, and chill, 
Sings the poor nightingale without pause, 
All day long, lovely trill after trill. 


But the garden’s pure, lovely young queen 
Is unmoved, and she deigns not respond. 
It is songs that need_beauty to sing, 
Whereas beauty itself needs no songs. 


<1873> 
Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


A radiant night. The garden bathed in light. The moon 
Laid beams beneath our feet across the lighted room. 
The piano top was open, and the strings 

Were trembling like our hearts to hear you sing. 


You sang until first light, so deep your power to move 
It seemed that you were Love, there was no other love. 
And I so wished to live, lost in this music’s charms, 

To love you, weep for you, and hold you in my arms. 


So many years since then, such weary years have passed, 
And now, in the still night, I hear your voice at last, 

That same voice I heard then, the same sad power to move, 
And you alone are Life, and you alone are Love. 


You sing away the slights of Fortune, and the pain, 
You sing cf endless life that has no other aim 
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Than to vield utterly to vour sad music’s charms, 
To love vou. weep for vou, and hold vou in my arms. 


1877 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 
a) A A 0 
ALTER EGO 


As a lily may gaze at itself in a brook, 

Even so at the source of mv first poem you stood. 

Whether vours was the triumph or mine 1s, I deem 

A moot point like: which came first, the flower or the stream: 


With your innocent heart, love, vou sensed everything 
The mysterious force gave me power to sing, 

And though I am condemned to drag onward alone, 
Yet we cannot be parted, we'll always be one. 


And the grass that grows over your grave far away 

Grows more fresh in my heart here with each passing day, 
And I know. when I look at the stars in the sky, 

That lke gods we conversed with them once—you and lI. 


For all love has its words, and those words never die, 
A particular judgement awaits you and me; 

It will find us at once from amongst all the others, 
And we'll answer the summons, as always, together. 


1878 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


Your suffering is done. But I still suffer. 
And doubt is my predestined element. 
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I tremble, and my heart fears to discover 
That which my mind will never comprehend. 


But still there was a dawn! I mind, I call to mind 
The speech of love, of flowers, of nightly beams... 
How should not all-seeing May new blossoms find 
When eyes so near akin reflect her dreams! 


No more—those eyes. Graves hold no fear for me. 
I would I shared the silence that you know, 

And, judging neither fool nor enemy, 

Soon, soon into your non-being I would go. 


1878 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


In my confused and troubled mind, O Lord, 
Inscrutable Thou art and mighty not because 
Upon the day of stars that giant orb 

Thy radiant seraph lit above the universe, 


And to the dead one with the flaming face 
The laws commanded by Thee he imparted: 
To waken everything with its life-giving rays, 
And keep afire ever after. 


Inscrutable Thy ways to me and great Thou art 
Because myself, a feeble, fleeting thing, 

A brighter, stronger flame I carry in my heart 
Than that which lit was by Thy seraphim. 


A plaything of the world’s inconstancy, to earthly 
Cares I’m a prey, and yet, like Thee, 

The fire’s omnipresent in me and eternal, 
Unbound by space or time, and burning free. 


1879 Translated by 
eee! Olga Shartse 


* * #€ 


This rejoicing, this bright morning, 

This great strength, this day and dawning, 
This blue, radiant vault, 

These long skeins of migrants crying, 

These gay flocks, these birds far-flying, 
This hushed water-talk; 


This white birch, that emerald yew, 
These cool tears that are but dew, 
These young leaves, this fluff, 
These green valleys, those green ridges, 
All these bees and all these midges, 
All this sound and buzz, 


This warm sun that knows no setting, 
This soft breath of village evening 
And the joys it brings, 
These hot, sleepless nights, these thrills, 
This light drumming, these loud trills— 
All of this is Spring. 


<1881> Translated by 
Eke Avril Pyman 


TO THE MUSE 


You came and sat by me. Rejoicing, eager, 
Your tender lines I carefully repeat; 

And if my gift is in your eyes but meagre, 
In zeal I might with any rival meet. 


I’ve kept you from the uninitiated, 

Not shown you off before the vulgar herd. 
The words you gave me I’ve not desecrated, 
And faithfully your freedom I’ve preserved. 


And still to me most sacrosanct you are 
Invisible from earth, borne up by cloud, 
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Immortal goddess in a crown of stars, 
Serenely smiling and yet pensive-browed. 


1882 Translated by 
Avril Pyman 


All that matters on earth is this shady 
Pavilion of maple trees. 

All that matters on earth are these radiant, 
Childishly thoughtful eyes. 


All that matters on earth 1s the scented 
Hair by a parting cleft. 

All that matters on earth is that slanted 
Parting that runs to the left. 


1883 Translated by 


Avril Pyman 


SWALLOWS 


I’m wont, as nature’s idle lover, 

To stand and watch, lost to the world, 
The swallows swiftly darting over 
The darkling surface of the pond. 


Here’s one! It streaks so low and quickly 
I have to hold my breath for fear 

The alien element might grip it 

And hold it 1f it comes too near! 


Again it drops, and with elation 

Sweeps up into the sky once more. 

Is it not like the inspiration 

That moves the mind and makes it soar? 
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Don't I, of clay though I be made, 
An element beyond our ken, 

A realm forbidden dare invade 
And scoop a drop up with my pen? 


< 1884> Translated by 
“IG Olga Shartse 


BUTTERFLY 


You're right. It’s only for my graceful lines 
I’m called a dear sweet thing, 

And all the wealth in velvet that is mine 

Is here, in my two wings. 


Pray do not ask me wherefrom I appeared 
And whither hasten I. 

I have alighted on this flower here 

To breathe awhile. 


How long, without an effort or an aim, 
Breathe will I here, you say? 

J am about to spread my wings again 
And flit away. . 


< 1884> Translated by 
| Olga Shartse 


My treasured book I open, and again 
I’m moved to tears and tremble at the thought 


That wind or someone’s hand might sweep away 
These dried old flowers I alone know of. 


The worthlessness of everything! Those feats of 


Self-denial! A whole life sacrificed! 
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And all that’s left—an anguish nursed in secret, 
And pallid shadows by these petals cast. 


But then, without them that whole past would seem 
A morbid fantasy, too cruelly conceived, 

One long, long torment, one long frightful dream, 
Impossible to live with, or forgive! 


1884 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


I shall never intrude on your peace, 

I'll say nothing to ruffle your calm, 

And my thoughts will not cause you the least 
Even passing confusion or qualm. 


All day long the night-flowering plants doze, 
But, as shadows grow long in the combe, 
Very softly their petals unclose, 

And their fragrance brings hearts into bloom. 


And the damp evening air brings a balm 
To my feverish breast ... and unease, 

I'll say nothing to ruffle your calm, 

I shall never intrude on your peace. 


1885 Translated by 
' Avril Pyman 


THE AUTUMN ROSE 


The forest now has shed its crown, 
September has begun to bite. 

The orchard, too, has bared its brow, 
Frost singed the dahlias last night. 
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But there, after the frost’s first breath, 
Amongst the fallen, queenly Rose, 
Alone in glory you are left 

To scent the air until the snows. 


Defying torment and slow death, 

While thus you bloom triumphantly, 
Your perfect shape and perfumed breath 
Bring Springtime wafting back to me. 


1886 Translated by 
VYyoCye Avril Pyman 


When you were reading my impassioned lines 
Whose fire could rekindle long dead embers, 

And melt the ice-bound rivers ’ere their time, 
Did nothing, nothing you remember? 


I won’t believe it, no. When in the steppe at night 
The dawn miraculously broke before its hour, 
And suddenly the whole horizon was alight, 

The fire spreading till the darkness cowered; 


The sight so beautiful and overwhelming, 

You stood transfixed and stared in fascination. 

Did nothing whisper to you then, did nothing tell you 
A man had perished in the conflagration! 


1887 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


Bear with me! In my haze of memories 
I keep remembering one night. 

You, you alone I see in reverie, 

The silent room, the fire bright... 
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My mind would drift as I gazed in the fire, 
The magic circle had begun to pall, 

In my excess of happiness and power, 

Mixed with the sweet, there was a taste of gall. 


My aim was within reach. Why did I stop to ponder? 
How did I let my thoughts insane lead me astray? 
Into what forest wilds, what raging snowstorms 

The warmth you gave me did I take away? 


Where are you, where? I cannot see about me, 

Oh, answer, speak! I’m frozen, overwhelmed, 

The blizzards with their snows my hair have whitened... 
I’m knocking at your heart to be let in again. 


1888 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


With one firm thrust to force the boat of living 
From off the sands, and, by a wave tossed high, 
Be toward a new life borne, a new beginning, 

To feel the wind from scented shores sweep nigh, 


To wake from torpid sleep a mind turned sluggish, 
To revel in the strange and the unknown, 

To lend fresh breath to life, and joy to anguish, 
To make another’s cares and griefs your own, 


To speak of things it numbs the tongue to utter, 
To fire the timid heart that fierce ’tmay pound— 
This can the chosen songsmith do, none other, 

It is because of this he’s known and crowned! 


1887 Translated by 


Irina Zheleznova 


*x* * * 


Reclining in my chair, I stare up at the ceiling 

For, teasing my imagination, there 

The shadow thrown off by the lamp keeps moving, reeling, 
A little circle, wavering with the flare. 


That wavering brings back an autumn evening: 
A flock of rooks, not daring to alight 

And yet reluctant to take off, was wheeling 
Above the garden, late into the night. 


No, it’s not wings I hear. The coach. For her. 
That fluttering—her trembling hands in mine. 
How pale and cold her lovely face, how mournful 
Those whispered words of parting for all time! 


Heartbroken, lost and wordless, from the garden 

I watched the carriage out of sight and sound. 
And in the gathering dusk, despairing of asylum, 
That flock of rooks sull circled round and round... 


1890 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 


Once more the sun in Autumn splendour 
Is trembling with deceptive flame, 

And birds persuasively assemble 

To flock to warmer climes again. 


And strangely welcome this sweet grief 
That grips the heart with poignant joy, 
As overnight the maple-leaf 

Turns red and, loving life, must die. 


189] Translated by 
a WIEN p, Avril Pyman 


A spruce with a sleeve has the path curtained off for me. 
There’s wind. When alone in the woods, 

It’s noisy, and eerie, and jolly, and sorrowful, 

And my bearings are lost for good. 


It’s windy. All round me the thrashing trees drone and sway, 
And dead leaves around my feet swirl. 

But, hark, far away there’s a hunting horn suddenly 
Sounding its thin little call. 


How dulcet the musical notes of that brassy horn! 
What harm in these swirling dead leaves? 

It seems to be lovingly hailing a wanderer, 
Frightened and lost ’mid the trees. 


1891 Translated by 


Olga Sharise 


I cannot hear the love trills of that songbird 
Without a flutter starting in my heart at once; 
I cannot help my sigh, my plea unspoken, 
Each time I meet you anywhere by chance. 


You do not pale or flush, you do not turn 

A glance upon me. All that’s been forgot. 
Oh, how it hurts me that so well you've learnt 
To see me not at all, to hear me not! 


I do not mean to bother you, my angel, 

But still your triumph over me you must redeem. 
It is a sin to be so young and radiant, 

With skies above you cloudless and serene! 


1892 Translated by 
Olga Shartse 
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Alexander Pushkin was born in Moscow into a 
distinguished but poor family of gentlefolk. In 1811, he 
entered the Lyceum at Tsarskoye Selo, a school for the 
sons of the privileged, graduating from it in 1817. He was 
then entered for service in the Department of Foreign 
Affairs. In 1820, he was exiled for free-thinking verses to 
the south (the Caucasus, the Crimea, Kishinev and 
Odessa). As a result of aclash with the Governor-General 
of Novorossiisk, who denounced him, Pushkin was 
banished again, this time to his parents’ village of 
Mikhailovskoye in Pskov province where he remained 
under the surveillance of the local authorities until 1826. 
He was then summoned to Moscow and pardoned. The 
government continued to keep a watchful eye on him, 
however, and Pushkin had to explain himself a number 
of times over the publication of certain writings. 

In 1830, he wedded Natalia Nikolayevna Goncharova. 
There were four children of the marriage. In 1830, he 
took an active part in the foundation of the Literaturnaya 
gazeta, and in 1836 began publishing the journal 
Sovremennitk. From 1830 to 1836, he toured East 
European Russia extensively, travelling as far as the Urals 
in search of material for his historical writings, in 
particular his History of Pugachev. He died in 1837 after a 
duel. He lies buried in the cemetery of the Svyatogorsk 
monastery near Pskov. 

His literary activity began early in the first decade of 
the new century with lyrical poems written under the 
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influence of the Russian poets Derzhavin, Zhukovsky and 
Batyushkov. During these years and after, Pushkin was 
profoundly and creatively influenced by the freedom- 
loving ideas of the Decembrists and the French and 
Russian Enlightenment. His absorption of world 
philosophical and artistic culture, accompanied by the 
careful study and understanding of the often contradic- 
tory realities of contemporary Russian life, stimulated 
Pushkin to tackle large-scale lyrical-epic forms and, 
eventually, prose. From romantic poetry (‘A Prisoner in 
the Caucasus”, “To the Fountain of Bakhchisarai” and 
‘The Gypsies”), Pushkin inevitably went over to realistic 
works: the tragedy Boris Godunov, the long poems 
“Count Nulin”, and “Poltava’, the verse novel Eugene 
Onegin, and, finally, prose (“The Tales of Belkin”, “The 
Captain’s Daughter’, “The Queen of Spades’’). 

Pushkin gave Russian literature a national form of its 
own. Creating its style and literary language, he laid the 
foundations of realism in the art of the written and spoken 
word. Pushkin’s work is inspired by historical optimism 
and sincere faith in life, in the ultimate triumph of 
humane ideals as drawn from Russian and world 
experience. Pushkin’s humanism is expressed with the 
greatest power by the lyrical hero of his poems, who 
epitomises all the best qualities of the Russian character. 


To Chaadayev (p. 27). Addressed to one of Pushkin’s 
closest friends, P. Y. Chaadayev (1794-1856), a prog- 
ressive thinker and representative of the Enlighten- 
ment, this poem enjoyed great popularity. Pushkin 
and Chaadayev remained friends until the poet's 
death. 


“The flying wrack of clouds grows flimsier far...” (p. 29). 
The closing lines contain a reference to Ekaterina 
Rayevskaya (1797-1885). On 29 June 1824, Pushkin 
wrote to Bestuzhev: “I confess that I value one thought 
by this woman more than the opinions of all the journals 
in the world and of all our public.” 

Pushkin met her in St. Petersburg, Kiev and Kishinev, 
and toured the Crimea with the Rayevsky family. 
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“Why be of love’s wild fears and fantasies...” (p. 34). 
Addressed to Amalia Riznich (1803-1825), an Itahan 
woman, the wife of a merchant from Trieste. Pushkin 


met her in Odessa, which she and her husband visited in 
1823. 


Farewell to the Sea (“... So did another bold and mighty genius 
leave us...”) (p. 37). Written on the death of George 
Gordon Byron (1788-1824). 


To the Fountain of Bakhchisarai (p. 38). Pushkin is 
recalling a visit in the summer of 1820 to the palace of 
Bakhchisarai, the .capital of the Tatar Khanate in the 
Crimea. According to legend, the Khan was hopelessly in 
love with a Polish princess held captive in his harem. 
When she was stabbed to death by a rival, he built in her 
memory a marble fountain as a symbol of love and 
inconsolable grief. 


To K *** (“O wondrous moment! There before me...’’) (p. 
40). Dedicated to Anna Kern (1800-1879) on 19 July 
1825, the date of her departure from Trigorskoye, the 
estate next to Mikhailovskoye, where Pushkin lived in 
banishment from 1824 to 1826. Anna Kern was a guest at 
Trigorskoye in the summer of 1825. Pushkin first met 
her in 1819. 


Winter Evening (p. 42). Dedicated to Arina Rodionovna 
Yakovleva (1758-1828), the poet’s old nanny. 


“Deep in Siberia’s mines, let naught...” (p. 47). Addressed 
to the Decembrists sentenced, after the failure of the 
revolutionary uprising on 14 December 1825, to penal 
servitude for life in Siberia. The poem was sent to Siberia 


with a Decembrist’s wife, Alexandra Muravyova (1804- 
1832). 


“What means my name to your..”’ (p. 59). Pushkin wrote 
this poem in the album of Karolina Sobanska (c. 
1794-1885), whom he met in Kiev. He also met her in 
Odessa (1823-1824) and Petersburg (1830). 
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“When in my arms your slender form...” (p. 60). 
Addressed to his wife, Natalia Pushkina, née Goncharova 
(1812-1863). 


Madonna (p. 61). Addressed to his wife. 


“For your far homeland you were leaving...” (p. 64). 
Dedicated to the memory of Amalia Riznich (see “ Why be 
of love’s wild fears and fantasies...’’) 


“* Tis tume, my friend, ’tis teme! The heart to peace aspires...” 
(p. 69). Addressed to his wife. In June 1834, Pushkin 
dreamed of retiring and moving out to the country. 

“I’m back, I see again...” (p. 69). The poem is 
associated with Pushkin’s visit to the family estate of 
Mikhailovskoye, where he spent September and half of 
October, 1835. 


“A monument I’ve raised not built with hands...” (p. 72). 
The epigraph is from the Odes (30, III) by the Roman 
poet Quintus Horatius Flaccus (65-8 b. c.). “ Alexander's 
Column”— possibly a reference to the Alexander’s 
Column in Petersburg, erected by Nicholas I (1796-1855) 
in memory of his brother, Alexander I (1777-1825). “I 
sang of Liberty and mercy begged of Justice in her blindness’’—a 
reference to the Decembrists banished to Siberia. 


The Bronze Horseman (Introduction) (p. 73). The 
Introduction to Pushkin’s long poem is published as a 
separate poem in this edition. Also included are excerpts 
from the poem. The Bronze Horseman is the memorial to 
the Russian emperor Peter I (1672-1725), founder of St. 
Petersburg. 


Yevgeni Baratynsky was born into a family of not very 
rich gentry in the village of Mara in the Tambov province 
about 250 miles south-east of Moscow. He studied at a 
private boarding school and then in the Page Corps, from 
which he was expelled for misbehaviour. ‘The dispropor- 
tionately severe punishment had grave repercussions on 
the whole of Baratynsky’s future career. Up to 1812 he 
lived on his uncle’s estate in the Smolensk province and 
then moved to St. Petersburg. From 1820 to 1825 he 
served as non-commissioned officer in Finland. Receiv- 
ing an officer’s commission thanks to the efforts of his 
friends, in 1826 he retired from army service and settled 
in Moscow. | 

He wrote his first poems in his late teens. In 1826 his 
verse novella Eda was published as a separate book and in 
the following year his first volume of verse appeared. In 
1835 he published a second book of poems and in 1842 
the collection Twilight. In 1843 he set off on a tour of 
Europe. He visited Germany, France and then sailed to 
Naples. In Italy he was suddenly taken ill and died 
shortly afterwards. In 1845 his body was taken from 
Naples to St. Petersburg and buried at the Alexander 
Nevsky Monastery cemetery. 

His literary standpoint was moulded under the direct 
influence of revolutionary feeling among the Russian 
gentry. His first works are dominated by a cult of the 
independence of the individual, freedom of thought and 
feeling. He does not accept the world around him. The 
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prevailing tone of his elegies and epistles is a “weary 
sorrow” that follows from his view of life, as the great 
Russian literary critic Belinsky observed. In these forms, 
which predominate in his lyric verse, Baratynsky showed 
himself to be a sensitive psychologist and a connoisseur 
of the human heart. The precise and specific way in 
which he conveys dramatic experiences won the poet 
merited renown. 

In the 1830s he turned to philosophical themes. He 
viewed with dismay the onset of the capitalist era which 
he saw as the reign of non-spirituality. The path taken by 
mankind appeared to him to be tragically senseless, 
leading to the destruction of the whole human race and 
of the cultural riches, above all, the arts, which mankind 
had created. With the fresh-stirring of social movements 
in the early 1840s new and more optimistic notes were 
heard in his poetry, but they were fated not to develop. 


To Delvig (p. 82). Dedicated to the poet Anton Delvig, 
author of idyllic songs in the style of classical literature and 
of Russian folk songs, a close friend of Pushkin and 
Baratynsky. 


To... (“ Fear not the gall of condemnation...) (p. 89). This 
poem is thought to be addressed to the Polish poet Adam 
Mickiewicz (1798-1855), whose poems, published in the 
Russian press, were greeted with disapproval in the Polish 
press. In 1824 for his participation in secret patriotic 
organisations Adam Mickiewicz was exiled by the Tsarist 
government from Poland to Russia, where he was 
rapturously received in Russian literary circles.Baratynsky 
met him often in Moscow from 1826 to 1828. 


Stances (‘‘ The chains imposed on me by Fate’’) (p. 89). A 
reference to the poet’s forced stay in Finland. Upon his 
receiving his officer’s commission and then retiring from 
army service Baratynsky began a new period in his life 
which he saw as liberation from the chains of service. 
“Some languish at the earth’s extremes,/Some in this world no 
longer dwell....—a reference to three Decembrists with 
whom the poet was on friendly terms: Kondrati Ryleyev 
(1795-1826), who was hanged, and Wilhelm Kuchel- 
becker (1797-1846) and Alexander Bestuzhev (1797- 
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1837), who were exiled to Siberia. “Some languish at the 
earth’s extremes,/Some in this world no longer dwell” — 
periphrasis of Pushkin’s epigraph to the long poem “To 
the Fountain of Bakhchisarai’, which Pushkin, for his 
part, borrowed from Saadi. After the execution and exile 
of the Decembrists, Pushkin’s aphorism acquired a 
political implication 

“My youthful spouse, my faithful mate/A quiet infant in her 
arms’. In the spring of 1827 Baratynsky with his wife and 
infant daughter Alexandra came to his estate of Mara. 


Lines for an Album (p. 92). Addressed to Karolina Yanish 
(1807-1893), by marriage— Pavlova, a Russian poetess 
who translated Russian poets, including Baratynsky, into 
German. 


The Last Poet (p. 97). A poem of programme significance 
for Baratynsky, in which the decline of poetry is linked 
with the industrial age and spiritual values are at the 
same time defended from the encroachments of 
utilitarian thinking. “Lzfe’s tron laws hold sway over all 
humans...’—a widespread metaphor in Russian poetry of 
the 1830s signifying the triumph of the “money age” and 
mercantile interests. ‘‘ Hellas has revived once more...’’—in 
1830 Greece was liberated from Ottoman bondage. 
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Mikhail Lermontov was -born in Moscow to Captain 
Yuri Petrovich Lermontov and Maria Mikhailovna, née 
Arsenieva. His parents moved to the Tarkhany estate in 
Penza province and soon after that separated. When 
Lermontov’s mother died, the future poet became the 
ward of his grandmother Elizaveta Alexeyevna Arse- 
nieva. 

Lermontov received his primary education at home. 
His grandmother hired good tutors for him. In 1828, at 
the age of fourteen, he was enrolled at the Moscow 
University Boarding School for Young Noblemen and in 
1830 entered Moscow University. In 1832 he left the 
University and in the same year passed examinations to 
the School of Ensigns of the Guard and Cavalry Cadets in 
St. Petersburg, which he finished in 1834 and was 
commissioned as a cornet of the Hussar Regiment of the 
Life-Guards. 

Lermontov received wide recognition for his “Death of 
the Poet”, a poem which was distributed in manuscript in 
St. Petersburg society and outraged the government. 
Lermontov was arrested, and after investigation sent in 
the rank of ensign to the Nizhny Novgorod Dragoons 
Regiment on active duty in the Caucasus. He fell ill on the 
way and spent some time taking a cure in the Pyatigorsk 
spa. In the same year 1837 Lermontov was transferred in 
the rank of cornet to the Grodno Hussars Regiment, and 
then, thanks to his grandmother’s intercession, to the 
Hussars Regiment of the Life-Guards in St. Petersburg. 
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served as a contrast to the lyrical fire which illuminated 
the poet’s sad confessions. 


The Beggar (p. 109). The poem was addressed to 
Ekaterina Sushkova (1812-1868), a friend of Lermon- 
tov’s, and was written during a visit to the Troitse-Sergiev 
Lavra (Monastery) in Zagorsk. 


The Wish (p. 109). The poem is traceable, on the one 
hand, to the motifs and rhythms of Russian folklore, 
and, on the other, to the theme of Lermontov’s Scottish 
ancestors and Scotland as his true homeland. The poet 
believed the legend according to which his father 
descended from a certain George Lermont, a Scotsman 
taken prisoner by Russian troops in the autumn of 1613 
during the siege of the Polish fortress Belaya. George 
Lermont was purported to have stayed in Russia, been 
accepted into the tsar’s service and granted, in 1621, an 
estate in Galich Uyezd, Kostroma province. 


To*** (“I will not play the suitor’s part...”) (p. 112) was 
addressed to Natalia Ivanova (1813-1875) with whom 
Lermontov was enamoured in 1831-1832. 


Death of the Poet (p. 116). The poem was written on the 
occasion of Alexander Pushkin’s death (29th January 
1837) and at once became widespread in manuscript. It 
made Lermontov’s name famous throughout Russia. 
When the poem reached the Tsar’s notice, the poet was 
arrested and placed “in a room on the upper storey of 
the General Staff”. On completion of the investigation 
the tsar’s will was announced to Lermontov: he retained 
his rank (cornet) and was transferred to the Nizhni 
Novgorod Dragoons Regiment in the Caucasus. In April 
1837 he left St. Petersburg to report at the regiment. 


The Captive (p. 119). The poem was written while under 
arrest for “Death of the Poet”. Akim Shan-Gire1 
(1818-1883), Lermontov’s relative and close friend, 
recollected: “While under arrest Michel was only allowed 
to see his manservant who brought him meals; Michel 
told him to wrap up the bread in grey paper and on these 
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sheets of wrapping paper he wrote several poems, using 
wine, soot from the stove and a matchstick.” 


‘As haste I northward, and the alien...” (p. 121). The poem 
was written in late 1837 on the way from the Caucasus to 
St. Petersburg. 


Meditation (p. 123). This poem is Lermontov’s article of 
faith. The critic Vissarion Belinsky wrote about it: “The 
poem is written with the heart’s blood: it emerged from 
the depth of an outraged spirit; it’s a shriek, a groan of a 
man for whom the absence of inner life is an evil a 
thousand times more terrible than physical death!.. And 
who of the people of the new generation will not find in it 
an answer to his own despondency, spiritual apathy, 
inner emptiness, and will not respond to it with his own 
shriek and his own groan?” 


A Prayer (“ When sadness fills my heart, when care...) (p. 
129). Alexandra Smirnova-Rosset (1809-1882) recalled 
that the poem was connected with Lermontov’s infatua- 
tion with Princess Maria Shcherbatova who was widowed 
while still a young woman (she died in 1879), and who 
‘advised Lermontov to pray when he felt depressed. He 
promised he would and wrote this poem”. 


‘How frequently amidst the many-coloured crowd...” (p. 
132). Mikhail Lermontov celebrated the New Year 1840 at 
a masked ball in the Assembly of the Nobility. There he 
was seen by Ivan Turgenev, the future famous writer, 
who was struck by his morose mood. “He was never left 
alone for a moment at the ball. One masked lady after 
another took his hand, pestered him with conversation, 
while he never moved from one spot and listened to their 
twaddle in silence, raising to them his sombre glance. I 
imagined on that occasion that I could see in his face the 
sublime expression of poetic inspiration. Perhaps he was 
actually composing this poem.” 


“I’m lonely and sad, and in moments of bitterest pain...” (p. 
133). Belinsky considered this poem a typical ex pression 


of the public mood in the post-Pushkin time: “Terrible is 
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this hollow, grave-like voice of underground suffering, of 
agony that is not of this world, this shattering requiem of 
all hopes, all human feelings, all joy of life.” 


The Captive Knight (p. 137). The poem was written while 
Lermontov was under arrest for the duel with Ernest de 
Barante, the son of the French Ambassador in St. 
Petersburg. 


Because (p. 138). The poem was probably addressed to 
Maria Shcherbatova. 


To A. O. Smirnova (p. 140). Alexandra Smirnova (née 
Rosset, 1809-1882) met Lermontov in 1840. She was a 
close friend of many Russian authors, including Pushkin. 


To a Portrait (p. 140). The poem refers to the Countess 
Alexandra Vorontsova-Dashkova (1818-1856) depicted 
in the portrait. 


Tamara (p. 146). The poem is based on a folk legend 
about the Georgian queen Tamar. 


“No, not on you my passion’s bent...” (p. 151). The poem 1s 
addressed to Countess Sophia Sollogub (1820-1878), the 
wife of the author Vladimir Sollogub. 


Alexei Koltsov was born in the city of Voronezh, into a 
family of a cattle-dealer. At the age of nine he was sent to 
the local school but did not finish it, because his father 
needed his help in his business. But the boy had such a 
thirst for knowledge and such love of books that he used 
every minute of leisure for reading. The gifted and 
inquisitive-minded young man was noticed by Voronezh 
intellectuals, who acquainted Koltsov with Russian 
poetry. Thus a poetic talent was awakened in him. 
Koltsov’s verses made quite an impression on_ the 
prominent Russian philosopher and poet Nikolai Stan- 
kevich whom Koltsov met in 1830. In 1832 Stankevich 
introduced the young poet to the young critic Vissarion 
Belinsky and the two became fast friends. In 1835, with 
the assistance of Stankevich and Belinsky, Koltsov 
published his first collection of poems. The next year 
Koltsov came to St. Petersburg, where he was warmly 
received by the major men of letters—Zhukovsky, 
Krylov, Vyazemsky and Odoyevsky. He also made the 
acquaintance of Alexander Pushkin, who noted his poetic 
talent. Koltsov’s mental outlook broadened, new themes 
came within the scope of his vision, his poetic 
craftsmanship was perfected. 

But his life at home was harrowing. The stifling 
atmosphere of the provinces, the constant journeying 
about the cattle business his father insisted on and, on top 
of it all, lung tuberculosis gradually undermined his 
strength. Koltsov died when he was only thirty-three years 
old, at the very peak of his career. 
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Koltsov’s first poetic attempts were imitations of 
sentimental and romantic poetry. Not until the 1830s did 
he acquire a voice of his own. He was the first Russian poet 
to look at life through the eyes of the common man, the 
peasant, the ploughman. And he glorified the Russian 
peasant with his expansive heart, daring, a capacity for 
unrestrained merry-making, with the depth and sincerity 
of feelings preserved despite the back-breaking toil and 
inescapable need. . 

Koltsov’s poeins reproduce the external accoutrements 
of peasant life and the peasant’s inner world in forms that 
are close to folk poetry. In this he was a true innovator, 
and because of this his lyrical poetry exercised a great 
influence on the development of Russian poetics. 

His verses were set to music by such outstanding 
composers as Varlamov, Gurilev, Rubinstein and 
Balakirev, and the songs became widespread among the 
peasants. 


“Do not rustle, rye..’’ (p. 158). It is believed that the 
poem is dedicated to Koltsov’s fiancée Dunyasha, who 
died young. 


Harvesttime (p. 159) was published in Alexander 
Pushkin’s Sovremennik, an admission of its merit. 


Fyodor Tyutchev was born into an old gentry family in 
the village of Ovstug near Bryansk in the Oryol province 
200 miles south of Moscow. He received his elementary 
education at home. From 1819 to 1821 he studied in the 
literature department of Moscow University and 
graduated with the degree of Candidate. From 1822 to 
1839 he saw diplomatic service with the Russian mission 
in Munich and later in Turin: In Munich he became a 
close friend of Heine and met Schelling, the theoretician 
of philosophical and aesthetic Romanticism. A great 
event in Tyutchev’s life was Alexander Pushkin’s decision 
to publish 24 of his poems in the journal Sovremennik, in 
1836. In 1850 Nikolai Nekrasov published a large 
selection of Tyutchev’s poems and spoke highly of his 
work, listing him as one of “Russia’s first-rate poetic 
talents”. At about the same time a collection. of 
Tyutchev’s poems, edited by Ivan ‘Turgenev, was 
published in St. Petersburg. In 1858 Tyutchev was 
appointed chairman of the Foreign Censorship Commit- 
tee, a post he occupied until his death. He died in the 
summer of 1873 at Tsarskoye Selo, near St. Petersburg. 
He was buried in Petersburg. 

He wrote his first verse in his teens. From 1819 on his 
poetry appeared in various almanachs and magazines. 
He emerged as an original philosopher-poet in the 1820s 
and 1830s. A convinced monarchist, Tyutchev did not 
approve of officialdom in Russia, calling it a country of 
“offices and barracks”. He foresaw the inevitable 
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downfall of the system of autocracy and serf-ownership. 
His conservatism was not without a trace of spontaneous 
revolutionary spirit. His general outlook and his views on 
art were influenced by German classical philosophy and 
by the German Romanticists. But Tyutchev did not 
adhere to any strict philosophical doctrine and was an 
utterly original thinker and poet. 


Cicero (p. 184). It is thought the poem was written in 
connection with the July 1830 revolution in France. 


The Sea and the Cliff (p. 195). A response by Tyutchev to 
revolutionary events in Europe in 1848. 


“I see you once again, my long forsaken...” (p. 197). Written 
during Tyutchev’s second visit to his native village of 
Ovstug in the summer of 1849. The last two lines are 
linked with recollections of his first wife Emilia 
(1800-1838), who died and was buried abroad, in Italy. 


‘How deadly love is! What blind fury...” (p. 201). This 
poem is addressed to Yelena Denisieva (1826-1864). The 
love of Denisieva and Tyutchev lasted fourteen years— 
she died of galloping consumption on August 4, 1864, 
but even after her death Tyutchev dedicated to her 
inspired verses which immortalised the name of his 
beloved and were a contribution of great insight to the 
treasury of world lyric poetry. 


‘It was not God you served, nor Russia...” (p. 211). In this 
poem Tyutchev summed up the reign of Nikolai I. 


“Above the ignorant and gray yet unawakened mass of 
people...” (p. 212). The direct occasion for writing this 
poem was the religious Feast of the Assumption. It 
reflects the poet’s thoughts on the forthcoming emanci- 
pation of the serfs in 1861. 


“She sat and sorted on the floor...” (p. 213). The poem is 
thought to refer to the poet’s second wife, Ernestina, who 
destroyed part of her family correspondence. 
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“The wind is stilled, and lighter, softer...” (p. 214). 
Dedicated to the memory of Yelena Denisieva. After her 
funeral Tyutchev left for Geneva. 


* The glare! The heat! O Nice, you blind me!” (p. 215). The 
poem reflects the poet’s state of depression after the 
death of Yelena Denisieva. 


“AU day she quiet lay, lost in a trance...” (p. 215). The 
poem reflects memories of the last hours of Yelena 
Denisieva’s life. 


* There are days when more crushing 1s the leaden...” (p. 
216). Another poem recalling Yelena Denisieva. 


“4 dubious silence everywhere, the East—all hushed 
uncertainly... (p. 218). In allegorical form the poem 
expresses characteristic views held by Tyutchev on the 
political and national rebirth of the Eastern Slavs. 


On the Eve of the Anniversary of August 4, 1864 (p. 219). 
Written on August 3, 1865, on the eve of the first 
anniversary of Yelena Denisieva’s death. 


To K.B. (‘‘ You're here again —and of a sudden...’’) (p. 225). 
Addressed to Amalia Krudener (the initials ““K.B.” stand 
for ‘“‘Krudener Baroness’’), whose acquaintance Tyutch- 
ev made in Bavaria in 1822. 


“Of that tempestuous life that once was here...” (p. 226). 
This poem was prompted by a visit to the village of 
Vshizh near Bryansk in the Oryol province, near which 
old burial mounds still remained. 


Alexei Konstantinovich ‘Tolstoy was born in St. 
Petersburg in a rich aristocratic family well-known for its 
cultural traditions. Soon after the boy’s birth his parents 
separated and the boy lived with his mother. He was 
tutored at home, in their estate in Chernigov province. 
The boy evinced an interest in arts, which was 
encouraged by his mother and relatives. A great 
impression was made on young Tolstoy by their journey 
to Germany (in Weimar he accompanied his mother and 
uncle on their visit to Goethe) and then to Italy. In 1834 
Tolstoy was given the job of “student” at the Moscow 
Archives of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, and since 
1837 was with the Russian mission in Fankfort-on-the- 
Main. In 1840 he was entrusted with editing legislation at 
the Second Department of Imperial Chancellory, then in 
the rank of major took part in the Crimean campaign. 
Neither life in fashionable society nor the civil service 
chocked in him the literary gift and deterred him from 
literary pursuits. 

In the winter of 1850-1851 Tolstoy met Sophia 
Andreyevna Miller and fell in love with her. But Miller 
was married and his mother was very much against the 
idea of her son marrying a divorcée. Nevertheless Miller 
and Tolstoy displayed a great firmness of spirit and in the 
end were joined in wedlock. Their marriage was a happy 
one. 

It was also in the 1850s that Tolstoy became close with 
prominent Russian writers. He was instrumental in 
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having Turgenev released from exile, associated himself 
with the progressive journal Sovremennik, but in 1857 
parted ways with it. 

On the conclusion of the Crimean War Tolstoy was 
appointed by tsar Alexander II to an important position 
in his court, but the court service was so burdensome on 
Tolstoy that he kept thinking about resigning and finally 
his resignation was accepted in 1861. Tolstoy sought to 
use his influence at court for humane purposes: he 
interceded on behalf of Aksakov, Turgenev and 
Chernyshevski. In the 1860s Tolstoy was a regular 
contributor to Katkov’s journal Russki Vestnik, but felt 
alone and misplaced there. From mid-1860s he began to 
suffer from numerous ailments—asthma, angina pec- 
toris and neuralgia. He went abroad several times in 
search of a cure, but attacks of excruciating headaches 
continued to torment him. He died in 1875 of an 
overdoze of morphia. 

At the beginning of his literary career Alexei Tolstoy 
wrote short stories, fantastic stories, an historical novel, 
ballads, lyrical and satirical verse. Together with the two 
cousins Alexei and Vladimir Zhemchuzhnikov he created 
a splendid satirical cycle under a collective pen-name of 
Kozma Prutkov. Later on Tolstoy turned to drama, 
writing his famous trilogy The Death of Ivan the Terrible, 
Tsar Fyodor Ioannovich and Tsar Boris. In 1867 he 
published a collection of his works summarising more 
than twenty years of literary work. 

Tolstoy’s stand was that of aristocratic opposition to the 
regime. His pet idea was unity of Slavic nations under the 
auspices of Russia. Tolstoy believed that art brought 
people closer together and was also a bridge between 
earthly life and the nether world. He ascribed a central 
role in human relationships to an inspired artist who rose 
above social passions. A yearning for meaningful 
harmony, for life, abstract though it might be, gave depth 
and sincerity to his lyrical outpourings. 


‘“O you stacks, you stacks...” (p. 232). The poem urges the 
necessity for the unification of all Slavs under the 
auspices of Russia. “Stacks” are Slavic peoples. The eagle 
is the coat of arms of the Russian Empire. 
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‘“ By chance once, amidst all the bustle...” (p. 234). The first 
poem Tolstoy addressed to Sophia Miller (died in 1892), 
his future wife. 


“As his bow touched the strings...” (p. 245). The poem was 
inspired by the playing of the violinist Georg Kisewetter. 


“Enrolled in neither camp, in both a casual guest...” (p. 
245). Tolstoy wrote the poem after reading the charac- 
teristic of the British statesman George Halifax (1633- 
1695) in the fourth volume of the History of England by 
Thomas  Babington Macaulay (1800-1859). But 
Macaulay’s characteristic of Halifax only served as an 
excuse for expressing Tolstoy’s own ideas. 


Nikolai Nekrasov was born in the village of Nemirovo 
in Kamenets-Podolsk province. His father, an army 
officer, retired shortly afterwards and settled on the 
family estate of Greshnevo in Yaroslavl province, where 
the poet spent his childhood years. Nekrasov received his 
primary education at home, and then at Yaroslavl 
Gymnasium, which he entered when he was eleven years 
old. Then, on his father’s insistence, Nekrasov left for St. 
Petersburg to enter a military training establishment. In 
1838, although forbidden to do so by his father, he became 
an unofficial student at the Petersburg University. 
Deprived of material support for his disobedience, he 
suffered severe privation, hunger and poverty. 

His first appearance in print dates back to 1838. In 
1840, Nekrasov published a collection of romantic 
poems, Dreams and Sounds, but they were not typical of his 
work. An important event in his life was his meeting in 
1841 with the prominent Russian critic and revolutionary 
democrat, Vissarion Belinski, who made Nekrasov aware 
of his true calling and guided his talent in the right 
direction. Nekrasov got into his stride as a magazine 
publisher in the mid-1840s with the close cooperation of 
Belinski. In 1844-1845, two collections entitled The 
Physiology of Petersburg were published, and, in 1846, A 
Petersburg Collection containing work by writers of the 
realist trend. In 1847, Nekrasov became the publisher 
and editor of Sovremennik, the journal founded by 
Pushkin, and he continued working on it until it was 
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closed down by the government in 1866 for revolutionary 
propaganda. While Nekrasov was its editor, the Souvremen- 
nik printed work by the most distinguished Russian 
writers such as Turgenev, Goncharov, Herzen, Lev 
Tolstoy, A. Ostrovsky, Saltykov-Shchedrin and Cher- 
nyshevski. Nekrasov’s journal became an_ influential 
social forum which defended the rights of the oppressed 
people on the threshold of the peasant reform of 1861 
and subsequently. Thanks to Nekrasov, and also to 
Chernyshevski and Dobrolyubov, whom he recruited as 
contributors, the magazine became a militant organ of 
the Russian revolutionary democracy. 

In 1856, Nekrasov published a book of mature poetry. 
From this time on, Nekrasov was the recognised and 
much-loved poet of progressive Russian society. 

After the Sovremennik was banned, Nekrasov and 
Saltykov-Shchedrin began publishing, in 1868, the 
magazine Otechestvennye zapiski, continuing in the trad- 
tion of democratic journalism. Nekrasov poured tre- 
mendous creative energy during this period into his long 
poem, Who Is Happy in Russia? At the beginning of 
1870s, he worked on the lyrical-epic poems, Grandfather, 
and Russian Women (about the Decembrists), and in 1875 
on the satirical poem, Contemporaries. In the second half 
of the 1870s, Nekrasov’s health, already undermined by 
the privations of his youth, deteriorated sharply. He died 
on 27 December 1877 (old style) in Petersburg. 

Nekrasov gave something new to Russian lyrical verse, 
in which the personal is blended with social passion. In 
this way, he considerably widened the range of themes in 
lyrical verse. In his poems we hear the voice of the people, 
the vivid cadences of the vernacular, street noises, the 
groaning and wailing of the toiling masses, their songs, 
their aspirations and their dreams. 

Nekrasov expressed his civic passion in irony, satirical 
wrath and sarcasm; in reflective, sincere song, sometimes 
sweeping and unconstrained, sometimes full of poignant 
yearning for a happier life; in confessions of love; and in 
passionate, intense monologues addressed to Mother 
Earth. Not by accident does the poet call the Muse the 
“sister” of the peasant girl being whipped with a knout. 

Nekrasov opened up new horizons for Russian poetry. 
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He broke with the established limitations of genre, 
resolutely introducing narrative into lyrical poetry and 
imbuing it with folk idioms, rhythms, images, the heated 
language of political controversy and trenchant social 
portraits. 

His lyrical poems are few, but they are an impressive 
part of his poetic heritage. A master of the lyrical-epic 
form, with over ten long poems to his credit, Nekrasov was 
also a compelling prose-writer and playwright, and a 
penetrating, shrewd critic. 

By popular acclaim, he has long been recognised as a 
poet of the people. 


“ Hearing of war and all its horrors...” (p. 276). The poet’s 
reaction to the tragic news of the Crimean War 
(1853-1856). 


“Oh, heavy was the cross she had to bear...” (p. 277). 
According to Chernyshevsky, this poem was written for 
Avdotia Panayeva, whom Nekrasov loved. 


“Be silent, Muse of vengeance and of sorrow,” (p. 278). 
Nekrasov looked on this poem as the culmination of the 
first stage of his literary career. 


The Lullaby (p. 281). This became one of the favourite 
revolutionary songs of the progressive young in the 
1860s. 


“Why, my heart, are you beating so loudly (p. 284). Written 
in answer to the malicious slander being spread about 
Nekrasov’s life and work by the enemies of revolutionary 
democracy. 


Freedom (p. 285). The government of Alexander II 
banned press criticism of the peasant reform of 1861, but 
Nekrasov outwitted the censor, describing as “fantasies” 
the hopes for an improvement in the life of the people... 
‘Instead of the chains with which serfdom could bind,/New ones 
have been found of a different kind”—a reference to the 
development of capitalist relations in the countryside. 
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The Railway (p. 288). Refers to the construction of the 
Moscow-Petersburg line. It was built under Nicholas I 
from 1843 to 1851 and was known as the Nikolayevskaya 
Railway. The “builder”, Head of the Directorate of Ways 
and Communications and Public Buildings, Count Pyotr 
Kleinmikhel (1793-1868) was famed for his cruelty. The 
navvies received a pittance, went about in rags, barefoot 
and hungry, and were subjected to corporal punishment. 
The poem was at first banned by the censor and when 
finally published in 1865 brought down a second warning 
from the Member of Internal Affairs. 


“Don’t bewail him so loud and so long...” (p. 294). 
Addressed to Pisarev’s common-law wife, Maria Alexan- 
drovna Vilinskaya-Markovich, who wrote under the 
pseudonym of Marko Vovchok (1834-1907). Her hus- 
band, Dmitri Pisarev (1840-1868), the eminent Russian 
critic, was accidentally drowned in the Bay of Riga, 4 July 
1868. 


“All are silent now, the lonely voices of the honest and the 
valiant dead...” (p. 296). Inspired by the fall of the Paris 
Commune in 1871, Nekrasov subsequently readdressed 
it to the Russian revolutionaries. 


To Zina (p. 297). Zina was Zinaida Nikolayevna, whose 
real name was Fekla Anisimovna, Nekrasov’s wife. 


“OQ Muse, I am at death’s door...” (p. 299). One of 
Nekrasov’s last poems. 
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Afanasy Fet was born on the estate of Afanasy Shenshin, 
a landowner in the village of Novoselki near Mtsensk in 
the Oryol province 200 miles south of Moscow. At the age 
of fourteen he was deprived of gentry privileges and 
Russian citizenship because his father’s Russian Or- 
thodox church wedding to his mother, a Lutheran, had 
been officially registered two years after his birth. In 
accordance with the prescribed rules the boy was given 
his mother’s surname of Fet. Only in 1873, when he had 
already turned fifty, was he “by supreme decree” of the 
tsar listed as belonging to the Shenshin family. In 1838 at 
the age of eighteen Fet entered the literature department 
of the faculty of philosophy at Moscow University. In his 
youth Fet was not alien to democratic leanings. At the age 
of twenty he published his first book of verse, A Lyric 
Pantheon. From then on his poems were regularly 
published in the periodical press. On graduating from 
the university he entered military service and up to 1853 
lived in small towns in the Kherson province, where his 
regiment of cuirassiers was quartered. In 1853 he was 
transferred to an Uhlan regiment stationed near St. 
Petersburg. In 1850 he published his second book of 
verse. He became well-known in literary circles and from 
1854 his verse regularly appeared in the journal 
Sovremennik. In 1856 another collection of his verse 
appeared. In 1857 he married the sister of literary critic 
Vassili Botkin and in 1858 retired from army service. He 
bought land in the Oryol province and became a 
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landowner. In 1863 he published an edition of collected 
poems, but then fell silent for a long time. Only in 1883 at 
the age of 63 did he publish the book of verse known as 
Evening Lights. He published four such books in all (1883, 
1885, 1888 and 1891). In later years, moving to Moscow, 
Fet translated a great deal and wrote extensive memotrs. 
He died in Moscow. 

Love and nature are his principal themes. The range of 
his subject-matter is thus within the narrow bounds of 
elegiac romanticism. But within this strictly demarcated 
world Fet achieves exceptional freedom, profundity and 
fullness in the expression of emotions. 


“Strange sounds are haunting me nightly...” (p. 315). The 
circumstances in which this poem was written are 
recalled by Fet in his memoirs The Early Years of My Life: 
“TI have already spoken of Yelena’s splendid musical 
talents.” Yelena Larina was the name by which Fet 
referred to his beloved Maria Lazich. A governess in a 
rich family, she had been his fiancée in his youth. She met 
with a tragic end, and some consider she committed 
suicide. 


“Your suffering 1s done. But I still suffer...” (p. 330). A 
poem evidently prompted by memories of Maria Lazich. 
On November 22, 1878, Lev Tolstoy wrote to Fet: “Your 
poem is a splendid progeny, like all your splendid 
things.” 


“My treasured book I open, and again...” (p. 334). It 1s 
thought that the poem was prompted by memories of 
Maria Lazich. 
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“So don’t forget to pick up a copy of 
Tyutchev— you can’t live without him.” 


—Lev Tolstoy, Letter to 
V. Lazursky. 


“T count myself lucky to have met such 
a man, morally healthy, widely read, 
old-worldly chivalrous, tender as a 
woman, a man of the ilk of Alexei 
Konstantinovich Tolstoy.” 


— Afanasy Fet 


‘“Nekrasov is dead... When I got home 
I found I couldn’t sit myself down to 
work. I took down all three volumes of 
Nekrasov and started in right from page 
one... In short I re-read close to two 
thirds of Nekrasov’s work in that one 
night and for the first, literally the first 
time, I realised just how much the poet 
Nekrasov had meant to me in all those 
thirty years.” 


— Fyodor Dostoyevsky, 
A Writer’s Journal, 1877. 


‘“Fet in his better moments stepped 
over the boundaries drawn by poetry to 
invade boldly our own domain... He was 
no mere poet; he was more of a 
poet-musician, and he seemed to avoid 
themes all too easily rendered by the 
word.” 

— Pyotr Tchaikovsky, 26 
August 1888. 


1% ENG, 


The eight Russian 
poets presented here — 
Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837), 
Yevgeni Baratynsky (1800-1844), 
Mikhail Lermontov (1814-1841), 
Alexei Koltsov (1809-1842), 
Fyodor Tyutchev (1803-1873), 
Alexei Tolstoy (1817-1875), 
Nikolai Nekrasov (1821-1878) 
and Afanasy Fet (1820-1892)— 
represent the pride of Russian 
literature and, what is more, 
help the reader to follow 
the evolution of Russian 
poetic thought in the 
nineteenth century. 


